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"I Never Really Lived, U n til— ”
By Elsie W ood
Here is a Maine “success story” such as you’ve never 
read before—the story of 'Bill Wallace, who found the 
happiest years of his life in the one great “affliction” man­
kind dreads.
“ 'T 'here’s ONE telephone call I make 
regularly . . . every year,” a 
mellowed (66), stocky (264 pounds in 
only 5' 10") gentleman told us the 
other afternoon. “ I call a lady who 
lives in this city to wish her a happy 
birthday. We always have a pleas­
ant little chat, and say ‘good-bye’ un­
til the next time. That lady is Mrs. 
Robert E. Peary.”
By way of further explanation, 
this genial well-wisher added:
“ I’ve often wondered what would 
have hapoened if I’d said ‘Yes’ in­
stead of ‘No, thank you,’ when I was 
offered a berth on Admiral Peary’s 
ship, the Roosevelt . . . friend of mine 
was Chief Engineer and he begged 
me to go as assistant, but I was satis­
fied where I was, sailing coastwise. 
Even when he offered me a hundred 
dollars a month—a lot of money for 
any man in those days—I didn’t take 
it.
“ But it so happened that I was in 
New York Harbor when the Roose­
velt sailed, and there again when she 
came back . . . sort of unofficial 
Maine reception committee. And I 
never miss calling Mrs. Peary on her 
birthday . . .  a great man, the Ad­
miral. I sometimes wish I’d gone
Another world-famous departure 
Mr. Wallace observed from the deck 
of a ship, this time in the Hudson 
near Albany, was the flight made by 
the Wright brothers from there to 
New York City. They flew right
over the towboat Mr. Wallace was 
engineering.
All of that was so many years 
ago that only for a chance word at 
the beginning of our visit, it might 
never have been mentioned; for it’s 
been 37 years since Bill Wallace—- 
“ Uncle Bill” to hundreds of young 
people in and out of Maine—came 
ashore in Portland to stay.
Born at Boothbay, he prefers to 
call New Harbor “ home.” A Scots­
man, on intimate terms with the 
Bible, he regrets that many things 
bright in a rich life must remain un­
mentioned—for the sake of his repu­
tation for being truthful.
“ Can you imagine what would 
happen if I started telling folks 
around here that I once spent Christ­
mas in Panama with the temperature 
over 120 degrees? Sure . . .  it was 
a long time ago, but it’s a fact, just 
the same. I haven’t talked about 
that for years!”
Back to the starting point of our 
visit, we got on with the details that 
add up to making Bill Wallace a 
benefactor-without-portfolio (or for­
tune!) to the needy.
“ What a good many overlook is 
that you don’t have to be hungry or 
poorly dressed to be in need. You 
can need entertainment — music — a 
little laughter—any number of things 
that aren’t food and shelter. Some­
times it’s just a little kindness and 
understanding. That can be very im­
portant. That’s why I say that the
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Bill Wallace in a favorite pose, 
about to use one of his principal 
means of contact with the outside 
world.
past ten years have been the hap­
piest years of my life . . . because 
I’ve been able to make a few people 
laugh.”
It seemed as if the eyes behind the 
well-polished spectacles m u s t  be 
twinkling at the recollection as the 
big voice rolled on . I love to get 
people to laugh!”
They were not, of course, for Bill 
Wallace is blind.
The list of things accomplished 
is as varied as it is long. There 
were more than 350 amateur shows 
planned and staged by “ Uncle Bill” 
during the years since 1938, when, 
on February 12, he entered this com­
petitive field. He has given up try­
ing to keep track of the numbers of 
young people with more than usual 
talent who have gone on to success 
in the greener pastures away from 
home.
There were the three men saved 
from drowning, “ . . . but that came 
before, when I could still see.”
No knowing how many lives have 
been saved since then, thanks to the 
persistence of Bill Wallace and the 
generosity of the Portland Lions
Club. Together, they provided the 
white canes now recognized and pro­
tected by State law for use by those 
who are blind.
“ Before we got that taken care of, 
I went to City Hall, to the State 
House, and to Washington. But the 
white canes are here.”
Maine’s ruling in this direction in­
cludes a fine of $25 or ten days in 
jail for anyone refusing to recognize 
the carrier of one of these identify­
ing walking-sticks; and, conversely, 
the same for anyone found using one 
without being entitled to its priv­
ileges.
Another piece of wide-interest 
legislation to which Bill Wallace gave 
his time and his persuasiveness was 
what to do about the way seals were 
tearing up the nets of men who fish 
for a living. Still another bit of as­
sistance from “ Uncle Bill” provided 
the means for some 200 young people 
to commute from their island homes 
to the mainland to attend high school.
After the fire at Newfield, this de­
termined gentleman obtained 55 
Bibles to replace those lost, this 
through the Bible Society in Port­
land. An equally precious memory 
is how he provided two flags for the 
Newfield School.
“ It was the most pitiful sight I 
ever heard,” Mr. Wallace recalled. 
“ Those children marching in when 
the school re-opened, singing our 
National Anthem with their teacher 
playing the accompaniment on an ac­
cordion. I went to work and got 
them a piano.”
The list goes on . . . the postcards 
and foreign stamps sent to a nine- 
year-old making a too-slow recovery 
from an illness—“ Boy’s fine now . . . 
it gave him something to work at.” 
And playing Santa Claus for three 
Christmases, taking his pack to nea / - 
by islands . . . assisting a goodly 
number of his contemporaries who 
weren’t sure how to go about secur­
ing the small pensions rightfully 
theirs . . . But Mr. Wallace waves it 
all offstage, insisting “ Everything I 
do is for a hobby.”
Sometimes pursuit of the hobby 
turns out pleasantly for the man who 
has made a game of his “ affliction.”
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Once was the time he won a jackpot, 
including a plane trip over the State, 
with the right answer to the ques­
tion: “ How many miles of usable 
railroad are there in the State of 
Maine?”
Did he really know the answer?
“ Of course not . . .  I just guessed 
right!”
Pointing with a tired cigar butt 
in several directions out the windows 
of his tidy sitting-kitchen at 100 
Sheridan Street, half-way up Mun- 
joy Hill, Mr. Wallace numbered his 
neighbors:
“ That one over there’s a Catholic, 
next one’s Jewish, over there’s a 
Japanese, and one down here was 
born in Italy. Every one of ’em’s got 
a good heart. We’re all friends. 
Matter of fact, I’ve never met any­
one I couldn’t find something like­
able about. Everybody has a good 
streak in him, if you take the trouble 
to look for it. I came to Portland 
thirty-seven years ago, and I’m proud 
to say that I can meet any group or 
any individual in town and always 
be welcome.”
That’s one side of the picture. On 
the other is this typical sample from 
the director of one of Maine’s radio 
stations, all of which have beamed 
the Wallace voice and ideas: “ It’s 
people like Mr. Wallace who will 
make this event a success, people like 
Mr. Wallace who make life worth liv­
ing, and this old world not such a 
bad place after all!”
Still a little touchy because his 
age put a stop to one of his activities 
—that of being a blood donor—Mr. 
Wallace adds story after story to 
prove his belief that the world’s no 
bigger than your own neighborhood.
During a recent quest for clothing 
for a family brought to his atten­
tion, “ Uncle Bill” called on a new 
resident of The Hill who, he thought, 
was in a position to help. Thanking 
the lady for her willingness, and 
making mention of the sea beyond 
the harbor that meant so much to 
each of them, something was said 
about shipping out of New York. To 
keep it brief: Bill Wallace had 
known his new neighbor’s ship-
Mrs. Lindia Proctor Wallace, 
formerly of Machiasyort, adjusts 
a telltale pillow for her “ Will” in 
their cheerful home at 100 Sheri­
dan Street, Portland.
master father well, back in his tow­
boating days.
Urged by his own s e a f a r i n g  
father (who warned of a fate fa­
miliar in Maine families: “ Ship­
wrecked—all hands lost” ) to stay 
ashore, young Bill Wallace knew his 
way along the main streets of ports 
from Halifax to Cristobal before he 
came ashore in Portland in 1912, to 
spend 24 years and nine months in 
one job.
The gracious, tallish woman who 
is Mrs. Wallace was Lindia Proctor 
of Machiasport, and thirteen-and-a- 
half years old when she first met her 
future husband. Insurance com­
panies, and others as statistically- 
minded, have assured the Wallaces 
that in all their records they have 
found only three women with that 
lilting name: Mrs. Wallace, their 
own daughter, and the daughter of 
a friend, named for Mrs. Wallace.
WThile a red-topped teakettle boiled 
water for mid-afternoon coffee, the 
Wallaces laced the joyous, the hard,
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the funny, the sad things that have 
made the pattern of their years— 
now nearly fourteen—-of Mrs. Wal­
lace’s eyes being eyes for both. They’ve 
tried, always, to see the good, the 
helpful, the pleasant; and sometimes 
it has taken a good deal of looking 
to find it.
“ I remember one stormy night 
when Will (not Bill) was bound not 
to disappoint a group he was to en­
tertain. It was blowing a gale and 
we had to walk along the dock, climb 
up and down ladders, being careful 
not to slip or fall. Before we got to 
shelter my hat blew off and into 
the water. I thought, ‘That’s all 
right—now I’ll have to have a new 
one. It’s a long time since I’ve had 
a new hat.’ But about half an hour 
later one of the sailors came in where 
we were and passed me my hat. He’d 
fished it in with a boat hook!”
In the bright Wallace sitting- 
kitchen, with interested canaries in 
each of the windows, plants and a 
small radio on the back of the table, 
and a much-used telephone an easy
reach from his substantial rocking 
chair, this might-be “ handicapped” 
Maine Scotsman talks easily of al­
most anything.
It may be a rowdy account of see­
ing barbecued chicken for the first 
time—in a window on New York’s 
Sixth Avenue—of buying one, and 
sharing it, joint by joint, with a dig­
nified companion as they walked up­
town until a policeman persuaded 
them to “ take that meal inside.” 
And the next turn may take the con­
versation to last Palm Sunday, when 
Bill Wallace occupied the pulpit of 
the church at New Harbor, more than 
sixty-five of his old schoolmates in 
the congregation to hear him tell 
“ How a Blind Person Meets the 
World.”
Visiting Bill Wallace brings to 
mind the words of a song well-known 
to thousands of concert-goers:
“ God has made His sun to shine 
on both you and me—
God Who took away my eyes . . . 
that my soul might see!”
“ Her Ow n  Business” program has been instituted by 
the Maine Department of Labor and Industry, which will 
conduct a State-wide clinic May 27 at the University of 
Maine, Orono, in which Maine women producing saleable 
articles in their homes or with ideas for useful services, 
are being invited to participate. Mrs. Ida M. Bennett of 
the Maine Department of Labor, is in charge of the pro­
gram, assisted by an Advisory Council of women leaders 
throughout the State.
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"Booster” Spirit Sweeping State
By Richard A. Hebert
Editorial Manager, Maine Publicity Bureau
Nearly 2,000 key information outlets now are using and 
adapting the monthly “ Boost Maine” material on various 
aspects of Maine’s economic life. Each month brings new 
gains.
M aine “ Boosters” are blooming all over the landscape!
But they didn’t wait for Spring to 
get started. Here in this grand old 
Pine Tree State the “ fever” is catch­
ing on like nothing else since the 
days when Champlain and Capt. John 
Smith sang the wonders and the 
beauties of the majestic Coast of 
Maine for the benefit of the arm­
chair travellers back home in France 
and England.
It all started, as you regular PINE 
CONE readers recall, back in the 
Autumn of 1948, when the Maine 
Publicity Bureau launched the first 
of its county - by - county “ Boost 
Maine” meetings. Something had to 
be done to consciously point Maine’s 
collective attention to a more pros­
perous economic future, in view of 
the growing difficulties of the post­
war economic readjustment.
Once the business, professional and 
civic leaders of Maine had demon­
strated their interest in “ Boosting 
Maine”—which they did in a most 
practical m a n n e r  — the “ second 
phase” of the “ Boost Maine” program 
was launched Jan. 1 as a series of 
twelve official “ months” for 1950.
January was Know Maine Month; 
February, Maine Winter S p o r t s  
Month; March is Maine Courtesy 
Month; April will be Maine Beauti­
ful Month; May, Maine Transporta­
tion Month; June, Maine Hospitality 
Month; July, Maine Seafoods Month; 
August, Maine Industry Month; Sep­
tember, Maine Skills and Trades 
Month; October, Maine H a r v e s t  
Month; November, Maine Conserva­
tion Month; and December, Maine 
Arts and Hobbies Month.
At the present writing, nearly
2,000 key information outlets for ma­
terial on these monthly programs are 
on our mailing list and the list is 
growing daily. Chief among these 
are newspapers and radio stations; 
schools; clubs and organizations, 
trade associations, state and local of­
ficials, women’s groups, libraries, 
academies, colleges and other cate­
gories.
January saw a solid start, with 
use of the original “ Know Maine” 
material widespread. Starting with 
Gov. Frederick G. Payne’s official 
designation of the monthly topic, 
which procedure is to be followed 
each month, news stories, editorials 
and filler items were used by nearly 
all newspapers in the State to spread 
the “ know Maine” idea.
Many radio stations featured the 
material, some of them preparing 
their own scripts and others being 
assisted on the spot by Miss Emeline 
K. Paige, our editorial assistant. 
One Maine manufacturer (estab­
lished in 1835) asked for and was 
provided with the “ Know Maine” ma­
terial to send to his leading dealers 
as far away as Illinois and Georgia.
A research assistant in Massa­
chusetts, many Maine Grange lectur­
ers and 4-H Club leaders, an art 
supervisor, a museum director and 
several librarians have written about 
the uses to which the material has 
been put. Noteworthy exhibits have 
been held in the Gardiner, Portland 
and Kennebunk Public Libraries and 
the Farnsworth Memorial Museum in 
Rockland.
One large distributor with 120 re­
tail outlets in the State featured ex­
cerpts from the material in his week­
ly bulletins, generating further re­
SPRING, 1950 7
quests for use in radio and news­
paper advertising, some of which will 
be used in a neighboring State.
The Maine Townsman, monthly 
publication of the Maine Municipal 
Association, reprinted our entire 
PINE CONE article on ‘'Boosting 
Maine in 1950” from the Winter is­
sue.
The Waterville Sentinel used two 
“ Know Maine” items a day for 30 
days in its editorial column. “ Boost 
Maine” mats are being used recur­
rently in the Rockland Courier- 
Gazette, the Rumford Falls Times, 
the Skowhegan Independent Report­
er, and the Ellsworth American, 
while the Machias Valley News-Ob­
server has continued to feature the 
mat since last July as a Page One 
“ ear” .
In short, newspaper and radio sup­
port for the program has been very 
nearly 100 per cent.
February, as W i n t e r  S p o r t s  
Month, was given a resounding start, 
after an unusually “ mild” Winter, 
writh a rugged snowfall coincident 
with the Jan. 31 “ kickoff” dinner at 
Augusta, sponsored by the Maine Ski 
Council. From then on, during the 
month, a series of snowstorms and 
consistent cold weather put the 
emphasis on Winter Sports possi­
bilities par excellence.
Call it the luck of the Boost Maine 
Campaign, or what you will, a few 
days after the month started came 
the decision of the Federation Inter­
nationale de Ski to move its world 
championship cross-country and re­
lay races to Rumford from Lake 
Placid, N. Y., where the slopes were 
reported “ as green as Spring” . In­
vitations had been sent by the Gov­
ernor, the Maine Development Com­
mission and the Maine Publicity Bu­
reau at the request of Phil Marx of 
Rumford, who sparked the official 
sponsoring committee from the Chis­
holm Ski and Outing Club.
On 48 hours’ notice, the citizens of 
Rumford rallied to the cause and in 
a week’s time raised more than the 
$6,000 needed to bring the interna­
tional meet to the Oxford County 
hills. They were aided and abetted 
by a $2,000 “ Boost Maine” grant
from the Maine Development Com­
mission; organizational aid from 
John C. Page, Jr., field manager of 
the Maine Publicity Bureau, who 
worked with MPB Director Henry J. 
Parent and Finance Chairman J. 
Harold McQuaide; State-wide press 
and radio support on the fund drive, 
touched off by Fletcher Brown of 
Portland, president of the Maine Ski 
Council and handled through the 
Maine Publicity Bureau office in Port­
land; and a host of friends of Maine 
skiing and Rumford business inter­
ests.
More than a score of Winter Car­
nivals were held throughout the 
State during the month, with snow 
conditions in most cases equal to 
those of any area in the East.
Maine Courtesy Month, in March, 
is helping to create a better “ psycho­
logical climate” of courtesy and 
friendliness, again with Maine news­
papers and radio stations in the fore­
front of bringing the message to the 
attention of the public. Leading edi­
torials in the Bangor Sunday Com­
mercial, the Portland Evening Ex­
press and the Waterville Morning 
Sentinel were among the outstanding 
usages, although nearly all papers 
and radio stations are using the ma­
terial in one form or another. An­
other touch of the Boost Maine luck 
was the coincidence of National 
Smiles Week, March 5 to 12, nation­
ally spearheaded by—you guessed it 
—Joe E. Brown!
Acceptance of the Boost Maine 
Program by Maine schools has been 
outstanding. From the very first of 
the year, school superintendents, 
principals, teachers and pupils have 
sent in a steady stream of mail for 
additional material, all of which is 
being used in classroom work, class 
contests, exhibits and other activitie-. 
A welcome by-product has been in­
creased use of the PINE CONE for 
teaching material. Exchange pro­
grams with schools in other parts of 
the Pine Tree State and in other sec­
tions of the Country also are helping 
to spread the “ Boost Maine” idea. 
At least one Maine high school is 
using “ Boost Maine” as its yearbook 
theme.
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Maine Beautiful Month, in April, 
is intended to tie in with the annual 
“ clean up, paint up, fix up” campaigns 
throughout the State, with the vari­
ous Arbor Day observances and with 
the extensive program of the Maine 
Federation of Garden Clubs. What 
could be a more opportune time for 
widespread participation by clubs 
and organizations, trade associations 
and all other groups?
May, as Maine Transportation 
Month, will call attention to all of 
Maine’s modes of transportation — 
air, rail, highway and marine — and 
to Maine’s strategic location as to 
market routes.
June, Maine Hospitality Month, 
again will focus attention on the 
Maine tradition of courtesy and hos­
pitality, as the vanguard of more 
than a million people—tourists, vaca­
tioners, summer residents, boy and 
girl campers — begins to appear in 
force. Emphasis on this subject also 
will coincide directly with the theme 
of this year’s Maine advertising 
throughout the Nation: “ You feel 
you belong in Maine!”
A nd so on with the remaining 
months of the year, each slated to 
focus attention on some specific as­
pect of Maine’s economic prosperity.
It is to be noted that these month­
ly topics are intended to be cumu­
lative; that is, Know Maine, Maine 
Courtesy, Maine Hospitality, and 
such, are not subjects to be dropped 
completely at the end of each month, 
but are topics to be kept in mind 
throughout the year, so that all to­
gether they make up a well-balanced 
and rounded program of action of 
permanent value.
Thus does the “ Boost Maine” pro­
gram roll along. Thus does Maine 
chalk up another “ first” in the roster 
of States, which must, sooner or 
later, face up to the problems of the 
new era. In the Maine tradition of 
voluntary cooperation, our Maine 
people are more and more making 
their contribution, great or little and 
to the extent of their abilities, to the 
growing prosperity of their State.
In return, each of us can feel we 
have a share in Maine’s economic 
future.
Herb Fontaine, program director 
for Station WCOU, Lewiston, is one 
of a number of Maine radio men and 
women who are “going to town” with 
the Boost Maine Program. Shown 
with him on his popular daily House­
wife's Quiz program, recently judged 
one of the best of its type by Na­
tional Research Bureau, Inc., are 
Mrs. Gregg Webber and Mrs. Maur­
ice Roy, both of Lewiston, the latter 
winner of a major program prize.
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Hope For Crippled Children
By E meline K. Paige
Maine’s unique Pine Tree Society for Crippled Children 
is enlisting the help of more than 60,000 citizens in this 
growing “human salvage” program. This is what you can 
help carry on in the “ Easter Seal” campaign.
'C 'nthusiasm and a firmly fixed 
-*—■i habit of watching the calendar, 
not the clock, have helped a woman 
with an idea to transform what some 
thought might be a white elephant 
into one of Maine’s most productive 
salvaging centers: the Hyde Me­
morial Home in Bath.
Colby President Julius S. Bixler, 
vacationing in California, was called 
to the telephone one evening and 
what he heard prompted him to ex­
claim, “ My dear woman, what time 
is it in Maine?” From 3,325 miles 
away came a cheerfully matter-of-
fact “ Three o’clock in the morning!”
This was when Mrs. Burton L. 
Preston, executive director of the 
Pine Tree Society for Crippled Chil­
dren, asked Dr. Bixler (then the So­
ciety’s president) if they might call 
a board meeting to discuss acceptance 
of a handsome 21-room house with 
23 acres of woodland, gardens, lawns, 
greenhouses, an elevator, and a 65- 
foot indoor swimming pool.
The Hyde residence had been of­
fered to the Society as a convalescent 
home for severely handicapped chil­
dren.
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The answer, spoken on the West 
Coast, was “ Yes!”
This was a Monday. By Saturday, 
everything was settled, except for the 
fact — forgotten in the general ex­
citement—that the Society’s directors 
were entitled to five days’ notice of a 
board meeting, to cover the for­
malities. The meeting “to make it 
legal” was held the following Friday.
Only one small string had dangled 
from the offer of the big house—an 
offer made by the heirs of the late 
John H. Hyde, whose Bath-built 
w i n d l a s s e s  are known wherever 
American ships sail:
“ Would there be hospital beds?” 
Assured that there would not be 
hospital beds, the donors said, “ Then 
you may have it.”
Hours didn’t count as Mrs. Preston 
and the directors went to work to 
prepare the house for its new occu­
pants. Somebody gave them sheets, 
someone else gave bedspreads, and 
one friend gave $2,000. For ques­
tions like “ How’ll we pay for this?” 
and “ Where’ll we get that?” Mrs. 
Preston used a stock answer:
“ You don’t know how many friends 
we have who say ‘You’ve never asked 
me for anything—’ . . . we’ll ask those 
people now!”
The interest reached epidemic pro­
portions. Groups and individuals 
gave without reservation. The Maine 
Elks took one look at the undertaking 
and asked “ What can we do?” A 
modest brass plate marks the door to 
the room they furnished, at a cost of 
$1,500. They contributed a laundry, 
a deep freezer, and a bathroom. The 
American Legion’s gift of a motion 
picture sound projector would be hav­
ing more use if film rental were 
lower. Movie costs run from $12 to 
$15 a week . . . too great a strain on 
the budget, most weeks. A group of 
Maine hotel men donated a much- 
needed dishwashing machine.
The Society’s small funds went in­
to staff. Its funds still go for the 
best available professional workers, 
the most understanding assistants 
and attendants.
Built in 1914 as one of Maine’s 
show places, the Hyde mansion bears 
only outward resemblance to the
“ million dollar home” it used to be. 
The spacious main floor rooms with 
massive fireplaces are used by all 
patients able to be out of bed. The 
solarium is a kindergarten. Bed­
rooms on the second floor are ar­
ranged to accommodate from one to 
a dozen each, and are not equipped 
with hospital beds! Youngsters who 
develop a cold, or something requir­
ing a degree of isolation and quiet, 
are tucked into single rooms that are 
“ small” more by comparison than in 
actual size.
Closets have turned their generous 
proportions into offices, classrooms, 
and therapy cubicles. A tour of the 
basement (where the swimming pool 
is waiting for a new pump to heat 
water to the required 94-100 degrees) 
found the head of the culinary de­
partment deep in thought in what 
was once the wine cellar. She was 
figuring how to set up additional 
shelving to accommodate more food.
The greenhouses, far from being 
kept for show, make possible the all­
winter supply of lettuce, tomatoes, 
beet greens, chard, and other vege­
tables that go to trays and tables 
daily. Flowers bloom as brightly 
for the small hands of crippled chil­
dren as for those of more expert 
gardeners. Especially beneficial, from 
a physical as well as from a therapy 
point of view, is the work done at 
waist-high tables, the good earth 
moistly fragrant under the glass 
walls and roof. Here an earlier in­
terest of the executive director is 
turned to good advantage, for Mrs. 
Preston is a former president of the 
Garden Club Federation of Maine.
Patients have their meals served 
on trays if they’re in bed. Otherwise, 
they enjoy excellent food in the large 
(but still too small) dining room, 
some in wheel chairs rolled to the 
tables, others in regular chairs pulled 
in and shoved back with more or less 
assistance. It’s always a happy day 
when one of the youngsters has pro­
gressed from the tray-in-bed stage to 
where he can walk by himself to the 
table.
At Hyde Home it’s stating a fact 
to say “ they do it with mirrors.” 
Young patients with speech dif-
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Formerly known as “ the bachelor’s room,” the rich tapestry, wood 
paneling, and parquetry floor of the Hyde Home schoo room fits 
the lesson to the student. Regular instruction with individual tailor­
ing enables these youngsters to catch up and keep up with others in 
their age groups.
Acuities watch a skilled instructor, 
then imitate the exaggerations of her 
example, looking at themselves in re­
flection.
Slow but steady improvement in 
the business of learning to walk 
shows in a long mirror propped be­
tween the handrails at one end of 
what looks like a length of gang­
plank. While a therapist gives aid 
and encouragement, youngsters who 
have been onlookers for years come 
to know the thrill of putting one foot 
ahead of the other, shifting their 
weight, and taking a step.
As soon as a child is able to do as 
well in his own home, with periodic 
visits for treatment, his place at 
Hyde Home is taken by another child 
on the waiting list. However, if he 
needs to return for full care, back 
he comes.
The patients have their own recre­
ation committee and, under the editor­
ship of Wendell G. Eaton, a weekly 
newspaper — Wheel Chair Wheezes. 
Mr. Eaton, a 1949 polio victim, at­
tended Farmington Teachers’ Col­
lege, the University of Maine, and 
has a Master’s degree from Harvard. 
Because of polio, Bangor’s Abraham 
Lincoln School is without his services 
this year.
Older than  Hyde Home is the 
Society’s Pine Tree Camp on North 
Pond, near Rome. Here, in 29 at­
tractive log cabins (each with bath 
and Franklin fireplace) along a mile 
and a half of waterfront, a hundred- 
acre Utopia gives eight weeks of 
summer care to about a hundred chil­
dren. Anyone who thinks that base­
ball, basketball, swimming, and a 
dozen other sports, are the joy of 
only the child with full use of both 
arms and both legs, may follow the 
road to Rome and learn better.
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Because the specialized treatment 
and supervision required by crippled 
children must be given by highly 
competent, specially trained teachers 
and therapists, the Pine Tree Camp 
staff numbers 50 — about one staff 
member to each two children.
The attractive camp and Hyde 
Home give the Society a year-’round 
program of providing physical, oc­
cupational, and speech therapy for 
Maine’s handicapped children.
For many reasons, it was decided 
that Pine Tree campers should have a 
uniform. A contest was held, and 
the winning emblem, designed by one 
of the boys, now adorns each uni­
form. Faulty arms, and less than 
perfect legs, bear no relation to the 
fact that a youngster feels better 
when he has some insignia identify­
ing him with an organization or a 
group.
So many children “ nearly died” 
when they had to go home and leave 
their camp uniforms behind them 
that arrangements were made for 
those whose funds were limited to 
“ own” them, anyway. Of the nearly
ninety boys and girls enjoying tbe 
fun and the benefits of Pine Tree 
Camp last Summer, few were able to 
pay. Campships from interested 
groups helped no little, plus the So­
ciety’s skill at dollar-stretching.
Gardening goes on throughout the 
Summer, with enough food produced 
to supply the table. Five years ago, 
when Pine Tree Camp was being 
readied for its first Summer, Mrs. 
Preston “ enlisted” the aid of her 
menfolk week ends. Son Jimmy, now 
an understanding thirteen, then a 
literal-minded e i g h t ,  finally de­
manded “ Isn’t there anybody else in 
this State interested in the crippled 
children but us?” Jimmy’s impa­
tience with this enforced donation of 
his summer Saturdays has given way 
to a feeling reflected in his protest 
one later Summer when his mother 
fitted him, at some cost, to attend 
camp elsewhere.
“ Why should I have to go to any 
other camp? Pine Tree’s the best 
camp there is!”
Catholic campers attend Sunday 
services in nearby Rome, making the
Water holds no alarm for these Pine Tree campers, who went into 
action, handicaps and all, off the camp’s dock for an admiring and 
almost unbelieving photographer.
trip in buses. Protestant campers 
have vespers, conducted by visiting 
clergymen, at the outdoor memorial 
chapel in Preston Woods, presented 
to Pine Tree Camp by the family and 
friends of the late Burton L. Preston. 
Youngsters who can’t walk through 
the woods make the trip to the chapel 
in boats and canoes. They have a 
choir, and find singing as much fun 
as most other camp activities.
Looking through dozens of un­
mounted photographs, it is only on 
second glance that one realizes that 
these are pictures of crippled chil­
dren.
Amputations, cerebral palsy, polio 
. . . these are things that cripple a 
child and keep him from attending 
school as other children do. The po­
tential worth of young citizens so 
handicapped is recognized by a grow­
ing n u m b e r  of conservationists. 
Enough Maine legislators saw this to 
include in the education appropri­
ation $29,000 to establish a division 
for handicapped children.
The Society has provided special 
teachers for children unable to at­
tend school, as well as transporta­
tion for crippled children to and from 
hospitals and clinics for treatment. 
It provides wheel chairs, crutches, 
artificial limbs, and other orthopedic 
equipment for Maine children who 
are unable to obtain them elsewhere.
Children suffering from cerebral 
palsy, Mrs. Preston explains, are 
“ the most neglected group of handi­
capped children, and present a chal­
lenge to us for the coming years.”
“ Impossible” seems to be a word 
utterly foreign to any language with 
which the Society’s executive director 
is familiar. One of her current prob­
lems is how to get enough wheel 
chairs for the patients who are im­
proving so fast that they can’t be 
kept in bed any longer!
Presidents of the Society have been 
Paul J. Jullien, Mrs. Sumner Sewall, 
Dr. Bixler, and now John R. Newell. 
It was during Mrs. Sewall’s term 
that the Pine Tree Camp mortgage 
was burned.
Visitors are most welcome at Hyde 
Home and at Pine Tree Camp. At 
either place, to see what is being done 
is to understand its importance.
Staton R. Curtis, director of pro­
fessional services at both Hyde Home 
and the camp, came to the Society 
after four years as physical training 
officer in the Navy, and serving as 
faculty chairman of student ac­
tivities at the Brunswick Annex of 
the University of Maine.
As might be expected, the Society’s 
funds are no match for the demands 
upon its work and facilities. Fortu­
nately, the polio emergency of last 
Summer was met with every possible 
assistance in the way of putting 
twice as much effort into every hour, 
and making every dollar do the work 
of three or four.
Last year, for the first time, the 
Society undertook a membership 
campaign, and there are now 426 citi­
zens of Maine who have responded to 
this appeal.
Each year at Easter, seals are 
sold—at a dollar a hundred—by some 
350 chairmen throughout the State 
who work in their own communities 
to interest their neighbors in “ what’s 
to become” of Maine’s 5,000 crippled 
children. About 60,000 Maine resi­
dents contribute some $65,000 for the 
Society’s work in this way.
The high percentage of rehabilita­
tion among Hyde Home patients and 
Pine Tree campers tells, more vividly 
than words and figures can, that this 
salvaging operation pays gilt-edged 
dividends:
Happy . . . laughing . . . walking 
children.
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L ow water in many of Maine’s lakes, ponds and larger storage basins, although a matter of concern 
to power and water companies, has 
aroused much speculation among fish­
ermen. Most anglers acquainted with 
Maine waters will recall that a very 
similar situation existed when “ open­
ing day” rolled around in the Spring 
of 1948. Then as now, wrinkled lines 
of worry appeared on the face of many 
a fisherman until he settled down to 
actually find out what the results 
would be.
The record speaks for itself. More 
fish and, in particular, bigger fish 
were brought to net than had been 
taken in these same waters for sev­
eral years. Ever since the long 
serious drought of 1947 the water 
table in Maine as well as in most of 
the East has never seemed to get back 
to normal. Last Spring water levels 
were up somewhat but nowhere near 
their customary mark for any length 
of time. 1949 was again, however, an 
outstanding fishing year. In addi­
tion to the excellent over-all picture 
four National fresh-water game-fish 
records were established in Maine 
during the open season of 1949!
Perhaps there’s no answer to the 
question of why so many of the larger 
salmon, trout and togue are caught 
during periods of low water. Prob­
ably if questioned, twenty-five dif­
ferent fishermen would come up with 
forty-five different answers on the sub­
ject. At any rate, from where I fish, 
it looks as though some of the wise 
old “ lunkers” get slightly dis-oriented 
by so radical a change in water con­
ditions. Temperatures are up. Many 
of their favorite haunts are now 
temporarily either dry land or danger­
ously shallow water and they are often 
forced to seek new grounds for both 
food and protection. Some of these 
big old ones . . .  no doubt more set in 
their ways as they advance in age, 
even as you and I, probably lose much 
of their caution in the course of this 
disturbing change of affairs. Then, 
too, moving around more than usual, 
I’m sure that they expose themselves 
to more fishermen. Well . . . that’s
my guess, anyway.
*  *  *
A mong the many cards and let­
ters received with the advent of 
Spring fishing enthusiasm, one from 
Florence and Bill LaCrosse at North­
east Carry stands out as bringing both 
a smile and a shiver in the memory 
of a rugged fishing experience last 
season.
Most Maine residents and of a cer­
tainty all Moosehead camp, cottage 
and boat owners will remember “ the 
big blow” of Sunday, June 19, 1949. 
Dick Hebert, editor of Pine Cone, and 
this writer chose that week end to 
tangle with the famous red-bellied 
squaretails known to frequent waters 
near the mouth of Norcross Stream, a 
short distance down Moosehead from 
Northeast.
Clear skies and an ideal ripple for 
streamer fly fishing were the order of 
the day as we pulled away from the 
landing soon after seven o’clock that 
Sunday morning. Being a charter 
member of The Order Of The Scaly 
Thumb, naturally I snagged the first
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trout . . . just a fair one, not long 
after we had undocked. My early 
victory was short-lived, however, as 
Dick picked up a solid two-pounder 
just as we reached the mouth of Nor- 
cross and another immediately after 
we had passed the opening! Pro­
ceeding slowly along the left or east 
shore we caught two more small fish 
and released them unharmed and no 
djoubt much wiser.
Soon after 10 o’clock all activity 
seemed to die down. Following out 
tentative plans we decided to stow 
away our tackle temporarily and 
make a run around the long peninsula 
separating the waters at Northeast 
Carry from those of the Seboomook 
landing area. “ Irv” Hamilton’s camp 
lies on the west shore in that section 
about two miles from Seboomook 
Landing and we were anxious to drop 
in for a short visit. As we started 
across for the point it was apparent 
that the early fishing ripple had fresh­
ened into a snappy “ chop” from the 
Southwest.
Midway across, a glance back 
toward Northeast s h o w e d  a n g r y  
whitecaps beginning to rear them­
selves down that way. They didn’t 
look too inviting and so the decision 
was made to continue working into 
the wind up past the big point of land 
. . . where there were a couple of small 
islands that could give us shelter from 
the wind if needed. That’s where we 
were very much wrong . . .  as it 
turned out.
The wind continued to stiffen and 
waves rose to four and five feet in 
height. Reaching what we thought 
was the haven of the first island we 
found it surrounded by tremendous 
boulders . . . just under water for 
about two hundred feet on all sides. 
It was not only impossible to land on 
the sheltered side with water that 
rough . . it was not even possible to 
get near enough on the lee side to get 
any shelter from the wind now in full 
gale proportions!
It was now out of the question to 
attempt a turn back toward Northeast 
Carry and expose ourselves either 
broadside or stern-quartering to that 
kind of a beating. We certainly didn’t 
stand a chance of going ashore in one 
piece among the huge boulders and
rolling breakers on either of the 
islands or the big point. There was 
no need for consultation. We took 
the one choice left to us.
Dick placed his solid bulk in a hori­
zontal position on the floor of the 
sturdy little boat about two-thirds of 
the way to the bow. We headed out 
and straight across past the big point 
. . . slowly quartering into the wind 
toward the west shore and the arm of 
the lake running down toward Se­
boomook Landing. Feeling thankful 
beyond words that I had just filled the 
gas tank before the full force of the 
windstorm struck . . . we both prayed 
that the sweet running little outboard 
wouldn’t fail us now. With a straight 
sweep of over ten miles from Farm 
Island and Mt. Kineo . . . that gale 
hit us right in the teeth! At times, 
waves eight and ten feet high with 
ugly white crests made the little boat 
actually stand on first one end and 
then the other. Our progress was 
painfully slow . . . but we weren’t 
taking in water!
About that time, it started to rain. 
Better than an hour later, two very 
wet and weary fishermen pulled into 
the small protected cove at “ Irv” 
Hamilton’s camp on the west shore. 
Irv had been watching our small white 
craft inch toward the protection of 
his cove and although he hadn’t the 
slightest idea of who it might be, with 
typical Hamilton hospitality, he’d 
made all the necessary preparation 
for our arrival.
“ Come in you drowned muskrats,” 
he bellowed from the camp door, “ what 
kept you so long?” We dripped slow­
ly up the path, limping and shivering 
and as Irv suddenly recognized who 
it actually was, he let out a yell that 
they must have heard in Bangor 
above the high wind. Two roaring 
wood fires changed the complexion of 
things plenty but a gallon of steam­
ing hot coffee and mountains of ham, 
eggs and doughnuts already on the 
table when we walked in, really did 
the trick.
A ll during this time, the La- 
Crosses back at Northeast Carry had 
been getting more and more concerned 
with our whereabouts and in particu­
lar, our safety. Mid-afternoon ap­
proached and all of their other parties
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had come in one by one . . . landing 
with great difficulty by driving ashore 
on the beach through the breakers at 
full motor speed as Bill and a crew of 
assistants stood by to help and quick­
ly drag the boats further inshore out 
of reach of the pounding waves. We 
were marooned at “ Irv’s” camp with 
no method of communicating with the 
LaCrosses as the storm continued.
About an hour before darkness set 
in, a lull seemed to come in the wind. 
We decided to make the downwind 
run of a little over two miles to Se- 
boomook Landing since the west shore 
afforded some protection part of the 
way and a trip back to Northeast by 
water was absolutely impossible. As 
we worked our way carefully down 
we spotted fires and columns of 
smoke dotting several of the unin­
habited islands, indicating stranded 
fishermen. Near one, a large white 
cabin cruiser circled slowly but could 
not safely get in anywhere near 
enough to help the marooned anglers. 
Approaching the landing it was easy 
to see that we were in for a good 
wetting!
Opening the motor wide, we rode 
in on a big wave and hit the beach 
at full speed. Slamming the throttle 
shut we jumped out knee deep in 
water . . . just as the next wave 
came over the stern and filled the 
boat to the gunwales! The solid 
ground felt good, but ten miles to 
Northeast Carry on foot at night in 
a pouring rainstorm has its dis­
couraging aspects.
Several hundred feet back from the 
lakeshore a Great Northern Paper 
Company woods telephone hung in a 
waterproof box on the side of a line 
pole. Dick and I took turns spinning 
the crank violently for more than 
half an hour but could raise no reply. 
Just as we were about resigned to 
spending the night under the over­
turned boat, an answer to our frantic 
ringings came in over the line from 
Clarence Johnson, caretaker at Se- 
boomook Dam. He agreed to come 
down with his car and drive us over 
to Northeast Carry. Soon afterward, 
his headlights appearing through the 
rain and darkness were a welcome 
sight.
Half an hour later, stepping out 
of Johnson’s car at Northeast, we 
were in turn a very welcome sight to 
Bill and Florence LaCrosse . . .  or 
at that point, perhaps I should say 
just to Florence. They had been 
worried sick over our failure to ap­
pear and Bill was out with two as­
sistants searching the shoreline for 
us in the Norcross Stream area. One 
of his helpers had just been in to 
report the jeep mired on an old tote 
road more than a mile from camp. 
Not long afterward, Bill himself ap­
peared out of the pouring black night 
. . . and believe it or not . . . with 
a happy smile!
If there’s a moral to this yarn, it 
should include strong words concern­
ing the seaworthiness of any craft 
selected for use on Maine’s larger 
lakes and ponds. Much to the credit 
of Bill LaCrosse . . . we’ll readily 
testify that given half a chance, his 
rugged little boats will handle any­
thing Old Moosehead has to offer!
* * *
All Maine and the Moosehead Lake 
area in particular is happy over the 
prospect of entertaining the Outdoor 
Writers Association Of America. 
Over 400 members of the O.W.A.A. 
will converge upon the Moosehead 
Lake Region between June 10th and 
June 17th for the 1950 Annual Meet­
ing of the organization.
Gov. Frederick G. Payne, honorary 
chairman of the convention commit­
tee, has extended a cordial greeting 
to the group and all divisions of the 
committee are now hard at work 
planning and completing arrange­
ments to insure that Maine’s reputa­
tion for the best in hospitality is 
upheld in the highest degree!
J. Hammond Brown, president of 
O.W.A.A., emphasizes that following 
registration on Sunday, June 11, 
there will be two full days of “ work­
shop forums” and business meetings. 
Starting on Wednesday, the 14th and 
through Saturday the 17th, the Maine 
host committee is expected to take 
over with reported plans for a mam­
moth outdoor “ cook-out” ; salmon, 
trout and togue fishing; and boat and 
plane trips to remote fishing areas in
SPRING, 1950 17
a well-rounded program of entertain­
ment for the visiting writers.
We said it in the Winter issue of 
Pine Cone soon after plans of the 
meeting were announced . . . and we’ll 
say it again now with even more 
emphasis: W elcome to Maine ,
MEMBERS OF THE O.W.A.A. . . . AND
good fishing !! W e hope that this
WILL BE ONLY THE FIRST OF MANY  
SUCH MEETINGS AND VISITS IN THE
Pine Tree State!!
*  *  *
PINE SHAVINGS
Earle Bradbury, Deputy Commis­
sioner of Maine’s Inland Fish & 
Game Department, has recently com­
pleted preparation of the first Maine 
Bear Kill Map. This interesting 
survey shows where every Bear killed 
in Maine during 1949 was taken and 
is similar to the annual Deer Kill 
Map also prepared by Mr. Bradbury 
which has been popular with hunters 
for the past few years. Figures on 
the new Bear Map show that 1,033 
were taken during 1949. Aroostook 
County leads with the greatest num­
ber and Somerset County is in second 
position. Mt. Chase Plantation in 
Penobscot County leads all the indi­
vidual towns of the State, boasting a 
total of 30 of these black skins hung 
up to dry.
* * *
Speaking of bears . . . Game War­
den Dave Jackson of St. Francis in 
Aroostook County reports that Frank 
Walker of that town recently came 
upon one in hibernation in a hollow 
tree. Strangely enough, the critter 
had imprisoned himself through 
natural growth! The bear, a small 
one had apparently squeezed in be­
tween the edges of a wide split in 
the trunk of a huge pine some time 
ago to den up for the winter as is 
their frequent custom. Walker found 
him in this position about three feet 
above the ground and shot the ani­
mal through the opening. In trying 
to remove him, Walker found that he 
had to hew the edges of the opening 
more than six inches wider to get the 
animal out. The bear, a yearling, 
weighed about 75 pounds.
Eugene Nason, proprietor of sport­
ing camps on South Branch Lake at 
Sebois has had both resident and non­
resident anglers alike gaping at the 
antics of his pet bass, “Jimmie” . 
This amazing smallmouth makes his 
home under the dock in front of 
Nason’s Camps and never seems to 
leave the spot. All during the Spring 
and Summer season Gene feeds 
“Jimmie” all sorts of tidbits, delight­
ful to the piscatorial gullet, directly 
out of his hand. Much to the pleas­
ure and astonishment of onlookers, 
the bass will rise to the surface re­
peatedly at any time of day. With 
no apparent fear, he’ll pull the shin­
ers, worms or small frogs from be­
tween Gene’s fingers and then dart 
back to the depths. Occasionally, 
he’ll even poke his mouth two or 
three inches out of water to pluck 
them. Nason won’t tell the secret of 
how he managed to strike up this 
amazing friendship or what becomes 
of “Jimmie” during the winter . . . 
but it’s a sight well worth seeing.
*  *  *
Virgil Ladd, Inland Fish and Game 
Department Warden in the Grand 
Lake Stream area, and Bob Witham, 
who works for the same department 
out of East Millinocket, were as­
signed to help represent the State of 
Maine at the N. E. Sportsman’s Show 
in Boston recently. Both boys re­
ported that early Spring fishing pros­
pects appear to be excellent in their 
respective districts.
*  *  *
F ishermen take notice! You’d 
better not leave inspection of your 
tackle until the night before that all- 
important first trip this year. Fortu­
nately I checked mine about two 
weeks ago and found one line thor­
oughly rotten, the bait casting reel 
badly gummed with dry oil film and 
dust and a cracked middle section in 
the Gaspe Salmon Rod! Sent the rod 
to the Montague people who manu­
facture same and they banged it right 
back all fixed up in less than 10 days. 
Good service! Sure hope to find time 
to use it down Narraguagus way be­
fore long. . . .
Don’t overlook the old “ kicker” 
either. Spark plugs, points, gas line
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filter and grease in the underwater 
gear-housing unit should all be 
checked before you start. Don’t 
waste precious fishing hours tinker­
ing with inadequate tools or pulling 
your arm loose from its socket on the 
sorry end of a starting rope!
* * *
Sporting Camp operators from the 
Rangeley Area stopping by the desk 
recently say that they’ve had excel­
lent bookings this year for early 
Spring fishing as well as during the 
later periods which are always popu­
lar . . .  so, better get busy and make 
that reservation if you intend to have 
your share of rest and fun at one of 
the many fine accommodations in 
that section this year!
* * *
Last year’s planting of bass at 
Great Pond in the Belgrade Chain 
should help to build up the reputa­
tion of an area already famous for 
its fighting bronzebacks. Messalon- 
skee, right next door, continues to 
make the headlines. One of Maine’s 
four National Records of the past 
year was established here when Rob­
ert Moyes of Belgrade brought to 
net a seven-pound, nine-ounce East­
ern (squaretail) brook trout. Gene 
Letourneau, popular outdoor colum­
nist for the Guy P. Gannett news­
papers and author of “ Secrets of 
Streamer Fly Fishing” still is betting 
that Messalonskee will top that seven- 
pound, nine-ounce record by several 
pounds one day soon.
* * *
Gordon Fraser, well known camp 
proprietor, guide and humorist from 
the Fish River Chain country in 
Northernmost Maine once again was 
master of ceremonies at the gigantic 
Aroostook Sportsmen’s Dinner in 
Caribou. The 15-pound, 14-ounce 
landlocked silversides taken in his 
section last season which sewed up 
another National Record . . . not to 
mention many other record fish . . . 
leaves Gordon confident that 1950 
again will smile upon guest anglers 
testing their skill in this beautiful 
North Country.
Bill Hicks of Upton writes to say 
that top notch “ square-tail”  fishing 
is expected in that Northwestern sec­
tion come “ ice-out” . Bill, former 
G. I. and rugged outdoorsman, has 
established quite a record as a beaver 
trapper in recent seasons . . . but 
found prices in the slack fur market 
this past winter not much to his lik­
ing.
* * *
Sebago Lake, original home of 
“ King Silversides” , the landlocked 
salmon, should be “ hot” as we Maine 
natives say . . . just about the time 
that the smelts start their annual 
Spring migration (by the millions) 
up the famous Songo river. At this 
time of year the salmon crowd in 
close to the shore, anxious to get their 
fill of these favorite food fish when 
the smelts congregate for their Spring 
spawning run up both large and 
small streams and on convenient shal­
low sand bars. During this period 
streamer flies, sewed-on smelts, wob­
bling artificial minnows . . . and in 
fact almost any small lure that close­
ly resembles a smelt will produce re­
sults if fished wisely. Sebago Lake 
has almost always been the first 
major lake in Maine to clear of ice 
as Spring approaches . . .  in fact, it 
has always been a mighty good place 
to be on “ OPENING DAY” ! !
Just as we go to press, a letter from 
old Amos Mottram, hinting that he 
soon may make available to the rest 
of the world his famous “magic fish 
lure.” If this is so, as he plainly indi­
cates, you fishermen can get set for 
one of the most startling develop­
ments in the history of angling. I’ve 
seen him put a drop of this foul­
smelling concoction on whatever he 
was using—flies, streamers, plugs or 
bait—and seldom fail to connect with 
“whoppers” wherever he might be 
fishing.
I’ll try to get more on this for the 
next issue, as I can scarcely wait until 
“ice-out”, when I plan a trip north to 
call on the crafty old codger.
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By Elizabeth A. Mason
A ll up and down Maine are un­mistakable s i g n s  of S p r i n g .  
Along the h i g h w a y s  carpenters 
hasten completion of new tourist 
cabins. Boat builders are overhaul­
ing boats in storage, and the smell 
of fresh paint and new lumber 
mingles with the salt air. Talk 
around the Post Office centers on 
spring fishing and town meetings. At 
the General Stores relative merits of 
seeds and fertilizers are cause for 
debate as spring planting gets under­
way. Maple syrup is steaming in 
evaporators, while patient oxen haul 
still more to the sap houses, and here 
and there a sugarin’ off and square 
dance livens country evenings.
The last of the snow melts in morn­
ing sun. Everywhere fresh green 
gi’ass soon will cover the moist earth. 
Housewives will be scanning the 
grassy carpets for signs of dande­
lions, and in Aroostook shortly fresh 
fiddleheads will headline noon meals. 
Soon children will appear at school 
clutching pussy willows in one hand 
and a glass jar of frog’s eggs in the 
other. Wobbly-legged calves nudge 
their mothers in farm pastures, and 
here and there a frisky colt takes 
zestfully to his heels. The cheep- 
cheep of millions of baby chicks fills 
Maine air from the many poultry 
farms.
The feathery green of willows and 
red buds of maples push skyward,
and jonquils and hyacinths splash 
village lawns with gay color, while 
in the woods, the sky pink of arbutus, 
and velvety petals of violets peep 
through mossy cover. Yes, these are 
the spring signs of Maine — lovely 
tokens unknown to the city dweller.
Wandering through the Pine Tree 
State this year, you may expect to 
find a lot of shiny new welcome signs 
out. It’s the Boost Maine spirit 
operating at the local level, for many 
communities are making sure they 
are not to be passed without recog­
nition. Skowhegan Jaycees and New­
port Jaycees and Women’s Club have 
had contests selecting slogans and de­
signs for signs—an excellent way to 
stir community pride. Of course 
there are many towns already well 
marked, such as Camden-Rockport, 
Woodland, Dexter, Norway, Thomas- 
ton, Milo, Van Buren and Boothbay, 
to name a few.
Another development which will 
greatly add to the hospitable sharing 
of the Maine Coast is that underway 
at Georgetown, where beautiful Reid 
Park is being made accessible to the 
public.
Town meeting time focuses our 
attention on activities and planning 
in many towns across the State. Re­
cently we were talking about this 
with Rose Pearl Danforth, secretary 
of the Maine Health Council, and
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what she said about her home town, 
Madison, interested us and we think 
it will you:
The wheels of machinery will soon 
be turning again in Madison, which 
in 1804 became the 151st town to be 
incorporated in Maine. This little 
town up the Kennebec has in time 
past made a most valuable contribu­
tion to the industrial structure of 
this State, the machines humming as 
they turned out pulp, paper, woolen 
and worsted.
Madison folks, honest, hardwork­
ing, many third generation, whose 
forefathers settled here, have perse­
vered in maintaining industries so 
that they might go on living in the 
homes they own and have local em­
ployment.
The new industry, which is to 
weave and finish plastic seat covers, 
will employ but a small number, but 
it hopes to expand, and meanwhile 
other industries are sought to absorb 
the labor supply.
Women’s Clubs, Sorosis, Sunshine 
Societies, DAR have long been en­
gaged in community betterment. The 
Kiwanis Club, the only one in the 
Country owning its own building 
(they bought the old Universalist 
Church) has an active membership, 
with a beneficial community program.
The town was named after Presi­
dent Madison, and has churches of 
all denominations, a fine library and 
good schools, and has contributed 
some very successful sons and daugh­
ters to the Nation.
The town of Anson is closely as­
sociated with Madison, being separ­
ated only by the Kennebec river, and 
originally called Township Number 
One, incorporated March 1, 1798, 
later to be divided with North Anson, 
incorporated in 1845. These two 
communities have a diversity of in­
dustries, too — wood products, wood 
turning, contractors, building ma­
terials, fruit packing, lumber, dairies.
As everywhere, people come and 
people go, and the recent residents 
are interested in the town in which 
they live and make valuable contri­
butions toward community better­
ment.
“ Maine,” says Miss Danforth, with
whom we heartily agree, “ will become 
a healthy, prosperous and flourishing 
State only to the extent the small 
towns can maintain adequate pay 
rolls. This can be done only to the 
extent that everyone helps. The 
towns merit interest and support 
from State and private agencies and 
all individuals who believe in Maine.”
A n inspiring example of commu­
nity spirit is that of New Sharon. 
With their school, which serves two 
hundred children, three times de­
stroyed by fire, its citizens have since 
last June erected another with a sub­
stantial part of the money coming 
from suppers—everyone taking food 
and then paying to eat it. There 
were public subscriptions, too, and 
the teachers did their part by man­
ning food booths at three fairs and 
raising $2,800. To be sure, more 
money is needed, but New Sharon 
people won’t give up.
Milo is a Piscataquis County town 
which abounds in local initiative and 
cannot fail to attract new business. 
No one sits and plaintively wonders 
why new industry isn’t brought to 
town. Instead the thriving Board of 
Trade of 65 members has surveyed 
the area and its resources and is 
reaching right out for business. If 
their enthusiasm for Milo as a place 
to live is as contagious as we think, 
business will come.
New signs marking town entrances 
declare Milo to be a town of both in­
dustrial and recreational opportunities. 
Carefully drawn maps are on display 
in Town Manager Jose’s office, show­
ing power, rail and water facilities as 
well as sites. Small copies of these 
maps with an attractive brochure not­
ing Milo as the center in respect to 
many resources are to go out shortly. 
No resource is being neglected, even to 
cinnamon fern, abundant nearby, and 
desired by orchid growers.
Milo is very much alive! There 
doesn’t seem to be anyone in town 
who would dream of living elsewhere 
and many local business men come 
from larger places. President Tre- 
worgy of the Board of Trade and local 
florist, was a newspaper man in New 
Jersey. Neil Daggett of one drugstore 
left business in Pittsburgh and he and
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his wife firmly say soda jerking in 
Milo is a delightful change from the 
steel center.
Another town with an interesting 
development is Monson, not so far 
from Milo and once famed for its blue 
slate quarries, but now pinning its 
hopes on furniture manufacture. After 
a bad start, the town-backed factory is 
going along smoothly paying some 
sixty men and women an excellent 
wage scale and turning out Ethan 
Allen Colonial dining room furniture. 
Able Superintendent John Durham, 
formerly of the Diamond Match Com­
pany, thinks Maine could produce a 
lot more furniture but warns that 
careful study is the first essential and 
that knowledge of how to operate a 
furniture plant and find markets are 
absolutely necessary. This factory, 
set right down among the old quarries, 
is a model of efficiency.
In Y ork County if one looks at 
the planning and building done since 
the fires in Brownfield, Waterboro and 
Newfield one feels sure a good deal of 
Yankee initiative still lives, and new 
residents have already been attracted 
to these towns because of their lively 
spirit.
Bridgton, always popular, is re­
doubling its efforts to be moi'e so by 
planning new promotional literature, 
signs and other features to stimulate 
business.
The Damariscotta Region Chamber 
of Commerce has been at work for 
weeks planning a products exhibit for 
the week of August 20-26th. Handi­
crafts will join machine products, 
water colors, oils, books and papers 
in the Exhibit at the Recreational 
Building. Other Maine areas could 
well attempt a similar exhibit, sure 
to interest many.
In Washington County, Lubec is 
talking up a real Boost Lubec cam­
paign, and neighboring Eastport is 
planning a big Old Home Week over 
the Fourth. Whenever we hear a 
community is working on such events 
we feel good, for it means a real com­
munity spirit prevails, which leads to 
cooperative effort and successful busi­
ness.
Aroostook, the County which shines 
with its Potato Blossom Festival—
this year again at Fort Fairfield—is 
now about to have a real Water Carni­
val at Eagle Lake in mid-Summer. 
Caribou’s Winter Carnival and Sports­
men’s Show is famous, and a summer 
carnival should be equally so.
In Sanford, the last of several 
Maine Sportsmen’s Shows to be held 
this Spring will run from April 10-16 
under the sponsorship of New Eng­
land’s largest Fish and Game Club— 
the Sanford-Springvale group.
Other local Sportsmen’s Shows cer­
tain to attract large numbers of visi­
tors are scheduled at: Dexter, March 
9-11; Rumford, March 16-18; Port­
land, March 20-25; Waterville, March 
27-April 2; Bangor, March 27-April 2; 
and Brunswick, March 30-April 1.
Many towns have groups of private 
citizens concerned with careful com­
munity planning forming committees 
for studv and Kennebunk, we believe, 
is one of the first.
Maine people away from Maine 
have met all over the Country. Our 
State Societies are somewhat remiss 
in not keeping us posted but we do 
know that the Maine Women’s Club 
of New York has recently voted money 
for a Bates College Student, and also 
a donation to the Pine Tree Crippled 
Children’s Society.
Mrs. Pearl Atwood of Brockton’s 
Maine Society reports that one of their 
pi’ime movers, Mrs. Florence Olin, 
formerly of Litchfield, has recently 
died.
News of Maine natives elsewhere 
trickles in.
Star of a new Special Services film 
“ It’s All For You” proves to be Pri­
vate Norman L. Christian of Augusta.
Co-Editor of the Special Services 
Review, incidentally, is Miss Esther 
Barlow of New Gloucester.
At Danbury, Conn., Frank C. Rol­
lins, formerly of Lewiston, became 
publisher-emeritus of the Danbury 
News Times in January.
Chief of the Air Weather Service in 
Washington, D. C., is Brigadier Gen­
eral Donald M. Yates of Bangor.
Jay native Rutillus Allen is Direc­
tor of Food and Agriculture for ECA.
A Brewer native, Stanley Currier, is 
proprietor of Lebanon, N. H.’s, larg­
est department store, and also in Leb-
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Head, table group at the £7th annual dinner of the Maine Society 
of New York Feb. 16 in the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel.
Left to right, are: Ralph E. Sturgis and Hoyt A. Moore, New 
York; Mrs. John Gould of Lisbon Falls; Dr. Charles F. Phillips, 
president of Bates College; Fred S. Carver of New York, president 
of the organization; John Gould, noted Maine author and editor; 
Mrs. Phillips; Mrs. Dwight E. Libby and Mr. Libby, New York adver­
tising executive.
Dr. Phillips spoke out for less dependence on government support 
by businessmen, labor groups, farmers and educators, while Mr. 
Gould gave an “ economic report” on the community enterprise of 
New Sharon in raising money to build its new high school.
anon and a leader in ski development, 
as well as high school teacher, is Erl- 
ing Heisted of Rockport.
Soon you will be vacationing in 
Maine, and don’t forget there are still 
many new as well as old enterprises 
which perhaps you have never chanced 
to visit. Right near Longfellow 
Square in Portland is a delightful new 
gallery run by the Earles and called 
Decorators and Designers, where ever- 
changing exhibits of their unusual 
wallpapers, textiles and fine antiques 
are keyed with beautifully made 
Maine crafts.
In the Belgrade region you will en­
joy seeing beautiful Fairview Farm 
owned by Herman Sahagian, whose 
wine bottling plant for Fairview 
Wines you will also wish to visit at 
Gardiner. Grape culture, once of in­
terest to Maine people, is being
studied by Mr. Sahagian, who is 
starting a vineyard at Belgrade.
At Corinna, Baxter’s freezing 
plant for Bird’s Eye products— 
whipped and french fried potatoes 
and peas — cordially welcomes visi­
tors. It’s a model plant of its kind 
you won’t want to miss.
Never is there a better time to 
visit Maine boat yards than Spring 
and Summer. While you are going 
along the coast maybe you would like 
to see a quarry in operation, and 
you’ll be welcome at Hocking Granite 
Quarries, Clark’s Island, Thomaston, 
where paving block and unusual out­
door fireplaces are made.
Should you want names of inter­
esting places to visit just let us know 
here at the Cracker Barrel and we’ll 
see you are supplied. Meanwhile, 
please let us have news of you, our 
readers.
* * *
T he recent (Feb. 28) special industrial edition of the 
Waterville Morning Sentinel again wins top rating for its 
coverage of Central Maine industries and business. The 
March 2 “ Mid-Century Edition” of the Rumford Falls 
Times also was a top-grade effort and a credit to Pub­
lisher Melvin S. Stone and his efficient staff.
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Caribou’s W inter Carnival
Among the scores of Winter Carnivals held this year 
in Maine, Caribou’s 12th annual fete, combined with the 
Aroostook Sportsmen’s Show, attracted top attention to 
Northern Maine because of the extensive program running 
over three days, Feb. 16, 17 and 18.
Eight hundred feet of narrow-gauge track were laid on Sweden 
Street, Caribou, for operation of the unique Spudland Railroad, with 
its coal-burning steam engine, tender and two passenger coaches. 
Free rides were provided between two principal points on the thor­
oughfare as a carnival feature.
Standing in front of the locomotive, in the picture below, are, left 
to right, N. M. Howard, brakeman; Henry A. Soucy, conductor; L. 
D. Bearce, owner-engineer of the railroad; and Leon Colby, fireman.
For those interested in such details, the engine is more than five 
feet high, 12 feet long, makes up to 20 miles an hour, weighs two and 
a half tons, has 16-inch driving wheels, is of the J+-U-6-2 type and 
builds up a steam pressure of 125 pounds.
Queens and Coronations go with Winter Carnivals and these con­
testants, representing various Caribou organizations, were guests at 
the annual Ladies Banquet in the Vaughan House.
Standing, left to right, are the Misses Mickey Connett of Caribou, 
Maine Potato Queen; Joan Johnson, Greta Ouilette, Vella Soucy, 
Barbara Sampson, Mary Dawn Chapman, Sandra Todd, Loretta 
Andrews, Betty Jean Smith, Dolly Chasse, Lora Hayden and Norma 
Collins, queen of the 19U9 winter carnival.
Hostesses, left to right, are Mrs. Harley Welch, Mrs. Charles 
Jamieson, Mrs. L. D. Bearce, Mrs. Edward Young, Mrs. Waldo Bur­
gess, Mrs. George M. Carter and Mrs. O. P. Pierson.
Brig. Gen. George M. Carter, Maine’s adjutant general, officiates 
at the crowning of Miss Lora Hayden as 1950 Carnival Queen in an 
Alaskan setting, while John MacKinnon has the role of Eskimo and 
Miss Norma Collins, last year’s queen, is the ice fairy. Jackie May 
is page boy and Elizabeth Page, flower girl.
Maine’s Audubon Nature Camp
By Christine H. Crandall
Report of a thrilling vacation session at the Todd Wild 
Life Sanctuary on Hog Island, Muscongus Bay, Medomak, 
the first summer study camp established by the National 
Audubon Society in 1936.
A s Spring draws on, I begin to wonder what is happening at 
Hog Island. Have the migrant birds 
begun to return yet? Are the 
spruces just as green-black against 
the bright blue of the sea? What 
strange loot has the sea spewed forth 
during the Winter among the rocks 
and along the beaches? Are the 
skunk cabbages in bloom? Has the 
Usnea Lichen, “ Old Man’s Beard” , 
grown longer on the eastern side of 
the island? These seem like queer 
questions; but to tell the truth, I’m 
just a little homesick.
There are several Hog Islands on 
the coast of Maine: but the one I 
mean is situated on Muscongus Bay 
and is the headquarters of the Audu­
bon Summer Nature Camp.
It was just by chance that I hap­
pened to go to the Hog Island Camp. 
My husband was given a scholarship 
by the Kennebec Valley Garden Club 
of Augusta, Maine, to attend the first 
session in June, 1949. At the last 
minute, however, he had to report 
for a summer job; and since it was 
impossible for him to go, I was 
chosen to go in his place. After 
much scrambling, to make arrange­
ments for our children and to as­
semble a suitable outfit, I got off for 
camp. But frankly, I hadn’t done 
any nature study for twenty-five 
years. But I found Hog Island was 
not just another summer vacation 
jaunt, it was an experience in itself.
The National Audubon Society 
started its first Summer Nature
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Camp for Adult Leaders at Hog 
Island, Medomak, Maine, in 1936. 
This was the first venture of this 
kind to be started in the country. 
Now the National Audubon Society 
has three other camps of a similar 
nature situated in Connecticut, Tex­
as, and California.
It was through the efforts of Milli- 
cent Todd Bingham that Hog Island 
became the site of the first Nature 
Camp and designated the Todd Wild 
Life Sanctuary. The story of her 
militant crusade to save the “ island” 
from destruction is contained in her 
article, “ Rescuing An Island” in 
Natural History, 1937; and her own 
account of her adventures in saving 
the “ island” is one of the many de­
lightful experiences which a camper 
at the Audubon Nature Camp has in 
store for him.
The camp is conducted in five ses­
sions—from the middle of June until 
the end of August. Each session is 
for two weeks; and fifty campers can 
be accommodated by the camp fa­
cilities. The expenses are reason­
able. The camp is conducted on a 
non-profit making basis. The food is 
excellent. After being a camper for 
a few days, one certainly appreciates
this; for his appetite grows as time 
progresses.
The Staff is headed by Carl W. 
Buchheister who has been director 
of the camp since its beginning in 
1936. Under his direction are such 
well known nature authorities as 
Allan D. Cruickshank, bird instruc­
tor; Roland Clement, his assistant; 
Miss Farida Wiley, plant instructor; 
Bartram Cadbury, instructor in ma­
rine life; Dr. Donald J. Borrer, in- 
structor in insects; and Mrs. Mar­
garet Wall, nature activities instruc­
tor. These specialists lecture and 
conduct field in their own particular 
line. There is an air of informality 
about the Audubon Camp mode of in­
struction which does not in any way 
detract from the seriousness of its 
purpose.
Each student has two required 
subjects—Birds and Nature Activi­
ties and one elective subject to choose 
from— Plants, Marine Life and In­
sects. The instruction is given in 
such a way as to give an over-all con­
ception of Nature rather than spe­
cializing in any of its many ramifica­
tions.
What could be more striking and 
thought-provoking than to see the
Maine family life among the warblers is shown in this rare photo, 
with the mother about to feed her young with the insect she holds 
in her bill.
A herring gull arad a harbor seal are only two of the myriad nature 
subjects available to photographers at the Maine Audubon Camp.
growth of a pile of bare rocks swept 
by Atlantic tides into an untouched 
gem of primeval beauty such as Hog 
Island? Or on the other hand, what 
is more discouraging to see than the 
wasteful denuding of one of our love­
ly Maine coastal islands which has 
obtained its covering at what agoniz­
ing price? It is like being present at 
the birth pangs and the death throes 
of an island.
There are many other thrilling ex­
periences for the campers to share in. 
They visit the bird rookeries of Gulls, 
Cormorants, and Herons. They may 
even be as fortunate as I was to see 
a nesting Leaches’ Petrel or “ Mother 
Carey’s Chicken” which had flown in 
from thousands of miles of open sea 
to nest on a barren little island in 
Muscongus Bay.
They will learn to identify common 
and not so common plants, ferns, 
mosses and lichens. They will go on 
dredging trips and will learn what 
lives beneath the waves of Muscongus 
Bay. They will explore the fields and 
fresh water ponds adjacent to the 
“ island” for insects and fresh water 
marine life. And they will have 
drilled into them constantly the close 
interrelationship of all living things. 
They will discuss and come to under­
stand the importance of the con­
tributing factors of climate, soil, and 
correct use of land and water. They 
will become aware of such things as 
the “ balance of nature” , maintaining 
natural habitats, the influence of man 
on natural objects.
In other words, they learn the prin­
ciples of true conservation. A con­
servation which has a two-fold con­
notation — first, that of saving or 
perpetuation of the species, and sec­
ond, that of an awareness to the 
needs of posterity and a well-man­
nered approach towards our great 
natural inheritance. But best of all, 
they will learn how to pass this 
knowledge on to hundreds of hungry 
young minds who are waiting for a 
chance to learn more about the great 
out-of-doors and the creatures which 
live in it.
As I have said before; this is not 
a place for a typical summer vaca­
tion. Most people who come here 
have a purpose behind them. All are 
over eighteen years of age; and the 
majority of them are teachers or 
youth leaders of some sort. However, 
there are people from all walks of 
life in the groups; and they are in 
all stages of learning about Nature. 
Yet the camp is able to give them
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An unusual moonlight scene from the shore front of the Audubon 
Nature Camp, showing two of the Maine coastal cruise schooners at 
anchor in the channel off the island.
all something according to their abil­
ity to absorb it.
It is interesting to see these 
campers use the library and partici­
pate in the after-supper conferences. 
There is an earnestness and a quest­
ing about it all that is impressive.
Another interesting thing about 
Audubon Nature Camp is the unceas­
ing enthusiasm with which the in­
structors impart their knowledge and 
repeat the most elementary. facts. 
This enthusiasm is catching for one 
finds himself craning his neck out the 
window long after the camp session 
is over for a glimpse of his feathered 
neighbor across the street. Another 
indication of the excellent morale of
the camp is the nearly one hundred 
per cent participation by the camp­
ers in all scheduled and unscheduled 
events. From Nineteen to Ninety, 
they ate it up.
Last summer, 29 states, the Dis­
trict of Columbia, and Canada were 
represented among the c a m p e r s .  
There were eighteen campers from 
the State of Maine. All the out-of- 
state campers were very much sold 
on the beauty of our State of Maine. 
The camp staff is also enthusiastic 
about it. They should be classed as 
some of our best salesmen; for they 
sell Maine, plain and unadorned, 
without frills. They sell Nature in 
the raw.
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Some Recent Books By Maine Authors 
1949 and 1950
By E ugenia M. Southard
Reference Librarian, Portland Public Library
Brace, Gerald 
A Summer’s Tale. 1949.
W. W. Norton & Co., $3.00.
Tells how Anthony Wyatt of Cam­
den gets shipwrecked on August 
Island and meets the Marquises who 
are definitely “ different” people. Has 
plenty of good conversation and 
Maine sea, sun and sand.
Brown, Harry
Beast In his Hunger. 1949.
Knopf, $2.50.
Poems by the author of “Walk in 
the Sun” . They are modern in 
thought but classic in style and some 
are about the late war.
Carroll, Gladys Hasty 
West Of The Hill. 1949.
MacMillan, $3.00.
The people in this story are as lov­
able and home-folksy as all Gladys 
Hasty Carroll’s characters. Interest 
centers in Molly, the gentle fisher 
girl and Brad, the strong, quiet- 
spoken man she married. But there 
is a lot too about Brad’s folks, the 
crusty but warm-hearted Down East­
ers.
Chase, Mary Ellen 
Plum Tree. 1949.
MacMillan, $2.50.
This story takes place in a few 
hours on a May 15, when a little 
plum tree is in bloom. The setting 
is an old ladies’ home and the princi­
pal characters two touching old ladies 
and one rather terrible one and one 
of the managers, Emma Davis, whom 





More lovely poems by this well- 
known author. The ones with short 
length stanzas are especially appeal­
ing and fragile in form, though not 
in content.
Coffin, Robert P. Tristram 
Maine Doings. 1950.
Bobbs-Merrill, $3.00.
Stories, h u mo r ,  autobiography, 
philosophy by this always interesting 
author.
Coffin, Robert P. Tristram
Third Hunger And The Poem Aloud. 
1949.
Texas State College for Women, 
Denton, Texas, $3.00.
The book consists of four lectures 
on the third hunger, which the poet 
says “ is the hunger to create, pre­
serve, and to perpetuate ourselves . . . 
by ideas, by thoughts, through the 
most beautiful patterns of emotions,” 
and one lecture on the Poem Aloud 
which is about reading poetry.
Copp, Irva Farnham
Not Unto Ourselves Alone. 1949. 
Dorrance.
This is a first novel by a Maine 
author. The story turns on the dis­
covery of Hillary Lane that she is 
in love with a man who is already 
married. The fine analysis of her 
inner life is given in letters which 
she writes to her cousin Becky.
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Freeman, Jessie Wheeler 
Town Down East. 1949.
Stephen Daye, $2.00.
These poems treat of the subjects 
of balladry, the humor and tragedy 
of Maine people. Their clear-cut 
simplicity makes them delightful to 
read, after the esoteric nature of so 
much American poetry today.
Gould, John
And One To Grow On. 1949.
Morrow, $3.00.
Recalls a Maine boyhood with its 
experiences of fishing, picking black­
berries, hanging maybaskets and 
many other adventures. Scenery is 
important, says the author, but peo­
ple are more important.
Hawk, Z. William, compiler
Stone Sloops of Chebeague. 1949.
T wharf, Boston and Chebeague 
Island, Maine, $2.50.
This book has beautiful pictures of 
the stone sloops and many other in­
teresting things in Chebeague Is­
land’s history and an alphabetical list 
of sloops with data about their cap­
tains, tonnage, length, width, etc.
Ingles, James Wesley 
A Woman of Samaria. 1949.
Longman’s, $2.75.
In this book the woman of Samaria 
and the people of her time become in­
dividual personalities. It also makes 
real the land of Bible times, the 
olives and wheat, wine and water.
Jones, Herbert G.
Sebago Lake Land.
The Bowker Press, Portland, 
Maine, $1.75.
Tells about Sebago Lake and the 
Indian legends associated with it, 
the famous Sebago Lake salmon, and 
the towns of the area. Not only is it 
charmingly written and illustrated, 
but it is almost the only book on this 
subject.
Kelly, Eric Philbrook
Amazing Journey of David Ingram.
1949.
Lippincott, $2.50.
An adventure story based on David 
Ingram’s two thousand-mile journey 
from Mexico to Canada in 1568-1569 
in search of a fabled city called Bega. 
Not only is it entertaining, but it in­
forms the reader about history not 
too well-known.
MacDougall, Arthur R., Jr.
Doc Blakesley, Angler. 1949.
Falmouth Publishing House, 
Portland, Maine, $2.50.
This is a book of short stories about 
a country doctor who loved fishing 
and other figures of a Massachusetts 
town of other days as recollected by 
the author who was then a little boy.
Megquier, Mary Jane 
Apron Full Of Gold. 1949.
(The letters of Mary Jane Meg­
quier from San Francisco, 1849- 
1856.)
Huntington Library, $3.50.
Shows the everyday side of the 
California gold rush. Mrs. Megquier 
writes to her children in Winthrop, 
Maine, about the difficulties of pas­
sage across the Isthmus of Panama 
and the trials of life in a gold rush 
town. The letters are taken from 
manuscripts in the Huntington Li­
brary.
Mitchell, Edwin V.
It’s An Old Maine Custom. 1949.
Vanguard, $3.00.
One of the American Customs 
series. Fun to read and valuable to 
use if you want to know some ancient 
lore about Maine shipping and farm­





A romantic story about an old 
house on the Maine coast, built by a
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great shipbuilder, and the girl who 
came to it a stranger, but soon found 
her heart cleaving to it. The reader 
is filled with suspense to the very 
end.
Palmer, Ralph S.
Maine birds based largely on data 
gathered by Arthur Herbert Norton. 
(Bulletin of the Museum of Com­
parative Zoology at Harvard Col­
lege Vol. 102.) $5.00.
Includes all known birds of the 
State and is based on data accumu­
lated by the late Arthur H. Norton, 
Curator of the Portland Society of 
Natural History.
Rich, Louise Dickinson 
Start Of The Trail. 1949.
Lippincott, $2.50.
Tells about the young son of a 
Maine game warden and how he be­
came a licensed guide for fishermen 
and hunters. A young people’s story 
but it will delight all who read “ We 
Took To The Woods” for it has the 
same spicy flavor of the Maine for­
est.
Robinson, Gertrude
Sign Of The Golden Fish.
A story of the Cornish fishermen 
in Maine. 1949.
Winston, $2.50.
Tells how in the middle of the 17th 
century a Royalist family from Corn­
wall, which had been separated by 
the war between Cavaliers and 
Roundheads, is re-united in coastal 
Maine. Is based on solid research 
and is most attractive reading.
Smith, Marion Jacques 
History Of Maine. 1949.
Falmouth Publishing Co., $5.00.
This is a wonderfully attractive 
history of Maine from its beginning 
to statehood. Clear, accurate and en­
tertaining with splendid illustrations 
and good print.
Williams, Ben Ames
Fraternity Village. 1949. 
Houghton-Mifflin, $3.00.
A collection of old and new short
stories about Fraternity Village, the 
scene of some of Ben Ames Wil­
liams’s first writing. Full of the 
characteristics of hunters and their 
dogs, of birds and fish and Maine 
people and weather. A good man’s 
book.
Wilson, Dorothy Clarke
Prince of Egypt. 1949.
Westminster, $3.50.
Describes the life of Moses as a 
prince of Egypt and shows how he 
discovered that he really was a He­
brew and became the leader of his 
people. The reader will enjoy the 
rich pageant of life in the land of 
the sun and the elaborate court 




A Maine Man In The Making 
Harper, March 29, 1950. $2.50.
Down-to-earth saga of the father 
of John and Franklin, Jr., and brother 
of Ralph, Maine delineators all, full 
of the adventures, joys and tragedies 
of youth and manhood, told without 




The Fawn and the White Mountain 
Express.
Cross, N. Y. 1950. $1.50.
Illustrated by Margaret Ayer. 36 
pp. For children 4 to 7. How little 
White Tail saved the train from dis­
aster. With sparkling illustrations 
and end-sheet map of Southern Maine 
area.
Hasenfus, Nathaniel J.
More Vacation Days In Maine 
Sagadahoc Publishing Co., West 
Roxbury, Mass. $3.00. 1949.
Sequel to We Summer In Maine by 
a summer resident of Five Islands. 
Roaming and sampling, from Kittery 
to Bar Harbor and inland. Replete 
with visiting with folks as familiar 
as your next door neighbor.
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Jacobs, Florence Burill 
Neighbors.
Harper, 1949. $2.50.
Sonnets in story-telling style, cap­
turing the essence and color of her 
native Maine and New England. Ten 
years in preparation by the deputy 
town clerk of East Madison.
Beale, Will
Who Eat Up My People. 1949.
Falmouth Publishing House, 
Portland, Maine, $3.00.
A story of a small town Maine 
business man, who set out alone to 
fight a battle for democracy in his 
own state. What it did to him, his 
family and friends, makes an inter­
esting novel.
Nelson, Florence A.
Lest We Forget. 1949.
Falmouth Publishing House, 
Portland, Maine, $3.00.
Tells how our fathers and grand­
fathers lived a half-century ago— 
their homesteads, what they ate, how 
they dressed, their work and their 
fun. A delightful visit to the days 
of yore.
Nielson, Edwin Otis
Sketch Book of Maine. 1949.
Falmouth Publishing House, 
Portland, Maine, $1.00.
An excellent gift booklet of Maine 
scenes in pen and ink, with envelope 
for mailing. Twenty illustrations, 9 
by 12, are suitable for framing.
T he new  Bangor Sunday Commercial is the first ven­
ture in this field for many years by any newspaper in the 
East. It is a full-fledged Sunday paper, with colored 
comics, magazine supplements and extensive feature 
coverage of Northern and Eastern Maine. James D. 
Ewing and Russell Peters are co-publishers of the Ban­
gor Evening (daily) and Sunday Commercial. Previous 
vacation visits to Maine influenced their decision to estab­
lish in the Pine Tree State several years ago.
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Big Huston Revisited
By Delmont A ndrews
Just a little off the beaten track, in almost the exact 
geographical center of Maine, a “ lost valley” ringed by 
mountains offers the perfect “ Shangri-La”  for honey- 
mooners, vacationers and sportsmen.
W hen I was a youngster and had time to go to the movies, I 
remember vividly a film in which the 
rich young hero managed to stage a 
“ shipwreck” of his yacht on what 
was obviously a deserted tropical isle. 
The “plot” was to place the whole 
yachting party in primitive surround­
ings, so that the elemental nature 
of each of the characters would be 
brought to the fore and especially to 
find out if the fiancee had true love 
for the hero, and so forth.
After all the major characters had 
been tried and tested, with diverse 
results, chance exploration by the 
heroine revealed a narrow gap in the 
steep hills, temporarily unguarded, 
which led out to a black road hum­
ming with automobile traffic. From 
there on, the film story moved swiftly 
towards its happy and more civilized 
climax.
Since then, I’ve noted the same 
basic theme worked with infinite va­
riety and considerable success in 
novels, stage plays and motion pic­
tures, all centered on the universal 
longing for a “ Shangri-La” , which 
obviously has its roots deep in the 
nature of human beings.
I suppose, also, that it’s the prin­
cipally “ Shangri-La” motif—the get- 
ting-away-from-it-all — that makes 
the Maine woods and hills, the hide­
away lakes and streams of this great 
North Country, so fascinating and 
alluring to the hundreds of thousands 
of city-dwellers who annually come 
to Maine for relaxation and sport.
In Northern and Eastern Maine, 
especially, it is my good fortune now 
to know of quite a number of such 
Shangri-Las, but one in particular 
last year impressed me as well-nigh 
perfect from many angles.
I had known Charlie MacDonald 
for some time as a prominent Ban­
gor insurance man and often heard 
him speak about his Big Huston 
Camps not far from the famous 
Katahdin Iron Works. I had heard 
many hunting and fishing stories 
about the Katahdin Iron Works re­
gion over the years from the old tim­
ers, but gathered the impression that 
in recent years other sections of the 
State had seen much greater popu­
larity as improved highways opened 
up more virgin sections of the Maine 
wilderness.
So it was. A few questions and a 
little research revealed the Katahdin 
Iron Works section of the State prob­
ably was in its heyday as a hunting 
and fishing section during the first 
quarter of the century, although it 
still has a fond place in the mem­
ories of a good many people over the 
years. Since the war, I was told, it 
is being “ re-discovered” and “ re­
visited” by an increasing number of 
hunters, fishermen and vacationers, 
most attracted by its “ off-the-beaten- 
track” aspects. But it’s still so you 
won’t meet m a n y  o t h e r  people 
around, they said.
I met Charlie by arrangement at 
his home in Brownville Junction and
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rode with him the nine miles to Ka- 
tahdin Iron Works, where we parked 
the car near the old wooden bridge 
that crosses the Pleasant River. 
While waiting for the camp truck to 
pick us up, I had a chance to look 
over the ruins of the old Iron Works. 
Little remains but foundations and 
the remains of one smelter, built of 
field stone. One of the old Maine 
record books states that the bog iron 
from nearby Ore Mountain last was 
smelted here in 1856, when the oper­
ation was finally proven to be uneco­
nomical.
The large hotel in operation at 
that time when the Iron Works, or 
“ the K. I.” as the folks there call 
it, was a busy place later was used 
as a convalescent home for Civil War 
soldiers and then operated as a hotel 
again for many years. In those days 
the “ K. I.” was a popular place, 
reached principally by the Bangor 
and Aroostook branch line, since dis­
continued. The hotel has long since 
burned down.
Five miles of good gravel top road, 
improved during the last war, 
reaches “ K. I.” from the blacktop 
road to Brownville Junction. From 
the “ K. I.” a truck road goes several 
miles further up the West Branch of 
the Pleasant River, where a tote road 
connects with the Appalachian Trail 
leading southwest to York’s Camps 
on Long Pond, or straight west to 
the spectacular “ Gulf Hagas” sec­
tion, which I hope to visit on another 
trip.
After a short wait at the Iron 
Works, Angus MacDonald, no rela­
tion to Charles, but his manager and 
guide at Big Huston Camps, drove up 
in a war surplus field ambulance, 
which proved just the right kind of a 
vehicle for the three-mile woods road 
over the two mountains to Big Hus­
ton. Its four-wheel drive took us 
with a minimum of discomfort over 
the sides of Ore Mountain, with its 
extensive “diggings” and large areas 
of exposed iron-sulphur ore, down a 
short dip past the head of Little Hus­
ton Pond, and up again over the side 
of Huston Mountain and downhill 
again to the camps.
For m any  years, the conveyance 
from “ K. I.” to Big Huston Camps 
was by buckboard or sled, but the 
four-wheel drive made the three miles 
in a leisurely half-hour, although so 
interesting are the sights and views 
along the way I almost wished we 
were lolling along on the old buck- 
board. I would have liked especially 
to prowl over the fascinating Ore 
Mountain and hope to some day on a 
picnic hike from the camp.
Once off the ambulance rig at the 
camps, the “ Shangri-La” feeling hits 
you all at once. A glance at the map 
will indicate why. Big Huston Camps 
face to the west at the upper eastern 
end of the lake and one is inside a 
huge bowl, surrounded by a ring of 
mountains.
We had just come through a sag 
between Huston and Round Top 
Mountains in back of us, both about 
1,500 feet high. Looking down on 
the camps, from the northwest is 
spectacular Chairback (2219), so 
named because the sheer cliffs at the 
peak make it look like a giant chair. 
Continuing along the rim westerly 
are Columbus, Third, Fourth and 
Barren Mountains. Benson and Roar­
ing Brook Mountains continue the 
circle on the southwest, the latter 
meeting the side of Huston Mountain 
in a sag through which flows the out­
let to Big Huston Lake, which, as 
Huston Stream, picks up the outlet 
of Little Huston and empties into the 
Pleasant River below “ K. I.”
In the bottom of this huge oblong 
bowl, seven ponds of varying size 
make a chain flowing into Big Huston 
on the west shore opposite the camps. 
Lucia, Sampson, Indian, Dam, Camp, 
South and Mud Ponds are the major 
units in this chain, but a little higher, 
on the side of Third Mountain, Boot 
Pond, Lost Pond and Beaver Pond al­
so help catch the runoff from the 
mountainsides and send their roar­
ing tumult each Spring into the Hus­
ton Chain.
With such a topographical layout, 
is it any wonder such a “ Lost Valley” 
rates as a trout fisherman’s paradise? 
And then, to top it off, a hiking trail 
winds about two miles from the old 
camp at Mud Pond up to West Chair- 
back Pond between Columbus and
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Third Mountains and said to be one 
of the highest, if not the highest, 
trout ponds in the State of Maine. 
Other hiking trails from the camp 
lead onto the various mountains, in­
cluding a trail around the head of 
the lake to Chairback Mountain, 
where it connects with the Barren- 
Chairback stretch of the Appalachian 
Trail.
This section of the Appalachian, 
Trail, 39 miles from the Hermitage 
on the north side of Chairback, along 
the crests of Chairback, Columbus, 
Third, Fourth and Barren Mountains 
to Blanchard, west of Monson, first 
was marked out by Walter D. Greene, 
Broadway actor and Maine Guide. 
Myron H. Avery, chairman of the 
Appalachian Trail Conference, de­
scribes it in the early Thirties as a 
‘‘pleasing mature forest with an easy 
footway; the summits and Greene’s
side trails afford delightful pan­
oramic views.”
W alter L. “ Lei” Arnold, now of 
Hampden Highlands, who operated 
Big Huston Camps from 1920 to 
1947, blazed a number of the trails 
from the camps to the surrounding 
mountains, adding to the pioneer 
work of Len Moore, who built the 
first camp buildings in 1896 and 
operated them until 1920. Besides 
the main lodge and dining room, 
there are now eight individual log 
cabins, accommodating from two to 
six persons each and furnished for 
rustic comfort.
But it’s the “ away-from-it-all” 
atmosphere, not so easily found now­
adays, that fascinated me most. The 
only connection with the outside 
world is the telephone and radio in 
the main lodge, although radio listen-
Left: A neighborly beaver leaves his wake at the upper end of 
Big Huston Pond, with Columbus-Chairback in the background.
Right: Charlie MacDonald, right, and his manager-guide, Angus 
MacDonald, get their gear ready with a guest to go after the brookies 
and landlocks the following morning.
ing is such a habit today that some 
vacationers bring along their port­
ables. It’s long since we’ve had our 
honeymoon, but if I ever take the 
time for an anniversary “ get-away” , 
I’m sure where I’ll go.
Landlocked salmon in the big lake, 
running from two and a half to four 
pounds, good-sized “brookies” just 
about everywhere, the best of hunt­
ing in season, when Autumn makes 
the area a giant “ color bowl” , no 
phones, a roaring wood fire, the bel­
low of a moose back among the ponds 
—I heard one answer twice when 
Charlie gave the moose call through 
a birch bark megaphone — hiking 
along mountain trails p r o v i d i n g  
majestic v i s t a s ,  — I’ve found my 
“ Shangri-La.”
T he new  $75,000 year-round Maine Hospitality Build­
ing and Exhibition Hall at the Kittery Junction of U. S. 
Route One and the Maine Turnpike is expected to be com­
pleted and in operation at the beginning of the coming 
summer season. The temporary log cabin information 
bureau on the same site will be open until the new build­
ing is completed.
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M instrelsy o f Maine
Edited by Sheldon Christian
Editor of Poems A bout Ma in e : An Anthology, and The W inged W ord: 
A Quarterly Devoted to the Poetic Arts.
P o e m s , to be eligible for consideration for this Department, should be about 
Maine or of particular interest to lovers of Maine. While at least minimum 
standards of craftsmanship will be required, selections will be made on the 
basis of r ea d er  in te r e s t , rather than critical perfection. Only previously un­
published poems should be submitted. All submissions should be sent directly 
to S heldon C h r is t ia n , Editor, M in s tr e ls y  o f  M a in e  Department, 10 Mason 
Street, Brunswick, M aine; and should be accompanied by the usual stamped, 
self-addressed envelope for return of the material if not found available.
April in Maine
By Pearl LeBaron Libby
A pril in Maine and the brown brooks 
are running,
April in Maine and the small folk are 
sunning;
The sky is the softest and tenderest 
blue,
And the grass is acquiring an emerald 
hue.
The elms don their ruffles of delicate 
lace,
And, look! there’s a crocus just lifting 
its face
To smile at a robin in rusty-red coat,
Saluting the Spring with a song in 
his throat.
Then heigho for April so laughing 
and gay,
Who soon will join hands with her 
half-sister May
In waving goodby to King Winter’s 
snow-white,
And then facing forward to summer’s 
delight.
Sheepscot River Pilot
By Edwin D. Merry
T oday I’d fly back o’er the marshes 
Where the Sheepscot draws her blood; 
I’d peer straight down into the wood- 
roads,
Velvet inlets rich in mud.
Today I’d soar above my homeland, 
Free and fast, as wild drakes fly;
I think I’d open up the cockpit,
And gulp the marsh air whipping by. 
Oh to be there, where the tide runs, 
Where the long-elled houses wait— 
Just to hang there on the sky’s breath, 
Just to feel, and meditate!
Cut the throttle back at Westport, 
Let her ride the south wind down; 
Trim the nose up o’er Wiscasset,
Two thousand feet above the town; 
Clear your engine ’tween the bridges, 
Rock the ship in wild hello,
Make your turn-in over Lehman— 
Oh homing wild goose, felt you so? 
Those the fields I knew a-haying— 
Burst of power o’er the stones 
Where my rugged kin lie sleeping— 
Touch of wheels, and I am home.
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Champernowne’s Grave
Kittery — 1687
By W illiam Plumer Fowler
“ No lettered marble nor ancestral shield,—  
Where all the Atlantic shakes the lone­
some shore,
Lies ours forgotten; only cobblestones 
To tell us where are Champemowne’s poor 
bones.”
— John Elwyn.
C utts Island once was owned by 
Champernowne,
Whose bones lie buried on its seaward 
side
Where ravelled leaves from autumn 
oaks swirl down
To rustle here beside the thundering 
tide.
Only a heap of cobbles marks the 
grave,—
Rough discards from the graveyard’s 
granite wall,
Intended, so the story runs, to save 
The site until a packet ship, that Fall, 
From England could a marble tomb­
stone bring
With epitaph to fit the name and 
worth
Of one who held the favor of the king 
And traced descent from knights of 
Norman birth:
But ship and tombstone, far from this 
stern shore,
Sleep ’neath the waves that break here 
evermore.
W inter Islands
By Burton W. Trafton, Jr.
H ere, our winter islands:
Thin soil, hard packed.
Firs reaching—lost beacons—
Hushed hearts of cold granite.
No laughter to wake them.
No laughter of children 
And bronzed men working—
And no hot sun.
Here, our winter islands: 
Salt-washed, storm-tossed 
Wild acres. All men-kind 
Have gone now that winds blow. 
Loneliness moves in.
Silent of laughter,
Sad, holy things whisper—
And night sounds come.
Seaside Awakening
By A delbert M. Jakeman
A ll the little cottages,
Asleep the winter past.
Soon will fling their shutters free 
To greet the Spring at last.
Slow from distant town and city - 
Will turn the tired folk,
Needful of the sea and pine,
The scent of driftwood smoke.
So like pretty garden flowers,
Each cottage stirs again,
Opens wide its doors and windows, 
And welcomes Spring to Maine.
Almanac
By George Sanderlin
B y all the signs, a good north blow 
Should—but more likely won’t—bring 
snow.
Gray evening, morning red in Maine 
Won’t necessarily mean rain.
Thick morning fog’s the surest sign 
The sun upon that day will shine— 
Excepting when you boast about it 
And drive down to the coast—without 
it.
The natives grumble when it’s cold— 
Worst winter in ten years, you’re told; 
But when it thaws, they get to sneez­
ing
And say it’s healthier when freezing. 
They want a deep and healthful snow 
(And where’s the snow? In Buffalo!) 
But Winter’s only playing ’possum 
Waiting to nip the apple blossom. 
Maine golfers play on New Year’s 
Day
But may encounter snow in May;
And in November—what a blunder— 
What’s that you hear? It can’t be 
thunder!
Predict the weather? Might as well 
try
To count the stars in a Christmas sky, 
But one thing I can prophesy 
When summer comes—in late July— 
And out-of-staters come to cool 
Their fevered brows in some Maine 
pool,
True natives languish, cannot eat, 
Because they cannot stand the heat!
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Woodland Road
By Clifford W esley Collins
I  choose the road too small for speed, 
One made for a lumber sled;
A woodland road whose windings lead 
Where graceful deer may tread; 
Where chipmunks, darting over the 
way,
Or along a broken wall, 
Self-consciously, like children, play 
So folks may see them all.
I’d have the hunting spirit, too,
But not with traps or gun;
For cameras capture many a view 
To enjoy when the season’s done;
My heart is with the scented breeze 
That gives the spirit zest,
Where whisperings among the trees 
Say, woodland roads are best!
Wood Work
By Peggy Fuller
T  welve chairs stand upright, taut, 
in tidy rows;
The students gone, who disarrange 
their lines
And laugh and push long scratches 
on the floor
So they may sit nearby their closer 
friends
And whisper of life, freedom, long 
week ends . . .
The chairs are cold and still, that had 
life too:>
Boards planed from trees that stood 
in silent rows
Along the Allagash, or curved above
Black Schoodic. Lumberjacks have 
cut them down,
With economical strokes, to send to 
town
As straight supports for sophomores’ 
growing minds.
The lumberjacks, the sawmill hands 
worked fast;
But trees they left behind are grow­
ing tall.
Sometimes a wandering scholar rests 
in shade,
Strokes their living boughs, thinks 
them well-made.
Invitation
By Harold W illard Gleason
N ow  tender leaves the maples deck; 
’Tis time, Urbanicus, to trek 
By railroad, auto, bus, or plane 
To fortify the soul—in Maine!
Pack rod, pack reel, pack every lure 
Experience has proven sure 
To tempt bright salmon, togue or trout 
From crystal depths to hurtle out; 
Or, if you’ve little faith in flies, 
We’ll furnish forms of ample size 
Or frisky shiners to seduce 
The wily warriors . . .  No excuse!
The latch-string’s out; the bunks are 
made;
The birch-log fires are ready laid 
In stove and hearth of cosy camp 
To comfort if the day is damp 
Or breeze blows nippy . . . Don’t delay! 
Inform the management today 
There’s profit in a spring vacation— 
Then hop the nearest transportation!
Winthrop, Maine
By Edith M. Larrabee
A pleasant memory of youthful 
days
Reveals a hilltop looking down on two
Companion lakes, against a mountain 
view,
And one small village that divides 
their ways.
When dreams recall a farmhouse, 
thought then strays
To that old shed where morning- 
glories grew
And covered it with beauty when the 
dew
Dissolved beneath the early sunlight 
rays.
A note of melody re-echoes yet;
The hermit thrush that sang his 
solemn hymn
At evening when the world was hushed 
and calm.
This music, which the soul cannot for­
get,
And these two scenes that live till 
time grows dim,
Appease the mind and heart with 
healing balm.
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Maine Comes to Long Island
Maine flowers and shrubs bloom in many parts of the 
world. This is how a bit of “ Down East” was transplanted 
to New York’s populous Long Island.
By Marjorie Garrison Schnizer
a  lthough not born in Maine, from 
the tender age of six weeks until 
the early 1940’s my summers were 
spent “ Way Down East” on the St. 
Croix River. When wartime restric­
tions on travel made us become “ stay- 
at-homes*” , I persuaded my long-suf­
fering husband that a garden of old- 
fashioned perennials, such as I had 
always known up there, was neces­
sary to make up, in part, for the joys 
we would be missing.
Tolerant soul, he acquiesced—and I 
am sure that afterwards had many 
moments of regret! For those were 
the days of do-everything-yourself-or- 
else-go-without. Where gardening 
space is reckoned in inches rather 
tnan acres, as here in our section of 
suburban .Long Island, to achieve a 
replica of the lavish borders of our 
memories looked like an almost un- 
surmountable task, and so it almost 
proved to be. But after the expendi­
ture of much perspiration, persever- 
ence, and patience, we are the now 
proud possessors of “ dreams come 
true” .
Many of you who live in that north­
ern garden Heaven, where the sea­
son is short but very, very, sweet, 
take your glorious flowers in entirely 
too matter-of-fact a manner. They ve 
always been with you, as they were 
with your hardy ancestors. It is for 
the summer visitors to look at them 
with wistful eyes, and long for such 
a display in their more difficult Cli­
mates. Surprisingly though it may 
sound, they can have them. For most 
of our stock came from Maine!
When we finally had our space 
ready for planting, a diligent search 
of local nurseries—and there are 
many famous ones located near us—
failed to bring to light many of the 
treasures I wanted. Either they were 
definitely “out of fashion” or “ unsuit­
ed to this climate” . So out went an 
emergency call. My mother, summer­
ing in Calais, begged and bought roots 
right and left, from all possible 
sources. Wrapped in moist newspa­
pers, then carefully packed in car­
tons, they came through by express in 
a few days. The six weeks difference 
in climate didn’t bother a single one, 
nor has there been a fatality in all the 
four years since we first started such 
a procedure—and I warn you, that 
once started, one never knows when 
to stop!
There is a well-known saying that, 
“ if one can survive a year of Long 
Island’s climate they’ll live forever” , 
and that must hold true in the plant 
kingdom, too. Various nurserymen, 
who have visited us recently, have 
been properly impressed by our suc­
cess, and definitely inclined to eat 
their words concerning the “ unsuit­
ability” . As for the “ out of fashion” 
angle—we have quite lost count of the 
divisions that have gone to grace the 
gardens of friends and acquaintances, 
the plaudits of various flower show 
judges, and the letters of inquiry in­
spired by the articles I have written 
describing some of these lovelies.
Y ears ago, in my Grandmother’s 
garden in Red Beach, a few miles 
“ down river” from Calais, there grew 
a huge plant of Garden Heliotrope, or 
Valeriana Officinalis. Through the 
years many divisions had been made. 
Unobtainable here, a relative, living in 
Calais, had one of them and again di­
vided it for me. Only three years in 
our garden, there are now three spec­
tacular groups of it which bloom from
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Memorial Day until late in June. Old- 
fashioned “ Pink Feather” spirea, 
which I have never been able to lo­
cate in catalogs, also came from the 
garden of a friend in Calais, and here 
begins its glorious five-foot high dis­
play late in June. Another spirea, 
practically classed as a weed up there, 
and called locally “ Mountain of Snow” 
is admired extravagantly when in 
bloom in our border. I have never 
been able to discover its botanical 
name, but the common one is a most 
excellent description.
Pungent-leaved Tansy, usually rele­
gated to a place by the woodshed or 
barn in Maine, is a delight for weeks 
to us, while Bee-balm, or Monarda, is 
unsurpassed for July and August 
color. The red and purple varieties 
again are from Maine, although the 
salmon, lavender and white kinds 
came from various local nurseries. 
But in our prejudiced opinion, they 
are no more beautiful than the old- 
timers. The purple we particularly 
enjoy growing by the common Rud- 
beckia, or Golden Glow, which is an­
other one relegated to back doors in 
Maine, but definitely top-hat in our 
garden.
In the little cemetery in Red Beach 
there grow rose-bushes in shades of 
pink and white. With trailing roots, 
infinitesimal leaves, and blossoms no 
larger than one’s thumb-nail, their 
name and origin is totally unknown to 
me, nor have I ever been able to lo­
cate any information which identifies 
them. This year we are proud pos­
sessors of several roots of them—not 
ravished from that cemetery, but sent
by a kind friend whose own Grand­
mother had them in her long-ago gar­
den. Whether or not they will live for 
us poses a question of great impor­
tance at the moment and they are be­
ing watched more closely than a brand 
new baby.
Monkshood, in a beautiful lavender 
and white combination such as no 
catalog that I have seen describes, 
came from a Calais garden. While the 
tiny “ Muskmallows” , in both pink and 
white, unknown here, came from an 
old Red Beach garden. A glorious 
orange lily, resembling Umbellatum, 
but far more beautiful, also came 
from a sea-captain’s garden in that 
town.
A nd so it goes. Maine is famous as 
a summer paradise, but I feel that far 
too many of its loveliest flowers are 
unheralded and unsung. However, 
Maine has come to Long Island, and 
there is a definite “ New Look” to 
many gardens in this vicinity. I only 
hope that more and more visitors will 
have a greater appreciation of the in­
finite possibilities many of these old- 
time favorites have for their distant 
gardens, while possibly those who live 
there will look at their plants with 
greater respect and admiration, and 
realize that, “ Thar’s gold in them thar 
hills” .
Lobsters and clams, unsurpassed 
scenery and heavenly cool breezes can 
only be enjoyed while there, but 
Maine’s fame can travel far and wide 
via the lovely perennials, and memo­
ries kept fresh through many years 
to come.
More than 10,000 persons last Summer visited Baxter 
State Park, in which Mt. Katahdin is located, many using 
the public camp sites as bases from which to climb Maine’s 
highest mountain.
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W i t h  s p r i n g  comes the new maple syrup crop, a time much 
looked forward to by syrup fanciers 
young: and old. Who among us has 
not at one time or another made a 
meal—and a tasty and satisfying one 
at that—of fresh syrup, biscuits 
right out of the oven and a tall 
pitcher of milk?
So it seems appropriate to include 
a generous measure of maple syrup 
and sugar treats among the spring 
recipes.
Maple Fritters
3 eggs, well beaten 2 tsp. baking powder 
1 tbsp. sweet cream 4 c. flour 
2 c. sweet milk Maple syrup
Vi tsp. salt Powdered sugar
Sift the dry ingredients together and add 
to the milk and cream. Then slowly add the 
well-beaten eggs, stirring constantly. Drop 
by spoonfuls into hot deep fat and fry 
until well puffed and brown. Sprinkle with 
powdered sugar and serve hot with maple 
syrup or warm maple syrup made as fol­
lows :
% c. maple syrup 2 whites of eggs 
Vi c. water V2 c. cream
1 tsp. lemon juice
Boil maple syrup and water until it will 
spin a thread. Pour slowly into the stif­
fly beaten egg whites, mixed with cream and 
lemon juice, beating constantly with an egg 
beater.
Baked Oyster Soup
3 dozen oysters 12 crushed saltines
3 pints rich milk 1 stalk celery 
2 tbsp. butter Salt and pepper
Heat milk to the boiling point. Add but­
ter, diced celery and cracker crumbs. Sea­
son with salt and pepper. Add the oysters, 
two or three at a time, and heat again to 
the boiling point. Pour into a large baking 
dish and put in the oven. Let brown. Stir 
under and brown again until dish has 
browned three times. Serve immediately.
1 c. milk, scalded 
V2 c. sugar 
1 tbsp. butter 
1 c. boiled squash 
1 egg, well beaten 
1 c.
Squash CakesVi yeast cake, 
dissolved in 
Vi c. luke warm 
water
Vi tsp. salt 
sifted flour
SPRING, 1950
Rub the squash through a sieve and add 
egg, sugar, salt, butter and milk. Let cool. 
Add dissolved yeast cake and flour. Cover 
and set aside in a warm place to rise over­
night. Shape into biscuits and let rise 
about 20 minutes. Bake in a moderate oven 




Cream together enough butter and maple 
sugar (shaved fine) to spread easily. Spread 
generously on toast and sprinkle with cin­
namon and sugar.
Maple Sugar Cookies
% c. maple sugar, 2 eggs, well beaten 
shaved fine 2 tsp. baking powder
1 c. granulated sugar 2 tbsp. water 
1 c. butter 4 c. flour
Cream the butter and both sugars to­
gether until smooth and well blended. Add 
eggs and water. Sift flour and baking pow­
der and add to the first mixture. Add more 
flour if needed to make dough soft enough 
to handle. Roll out thin on a floured board 
and cut with cookie cutter. Bake in a quick 
oven (450°F ) for 10 minutes.
Old-Fashioned Fruit Cookies
3 eggs 
l V i  c. sugar 
1 c. butter 
1 tsp. baking soda 
1 %  tbsp. hot water
3 Vi c. flour 
% tsp. cinnamon 
1 c. walnuts, chopped 
V2 c. raisins, chopped 
V2 c. currants, 
chopped
Cream the butter and sugar, add the well 
beaten eggs and soda dissolved in the 
water. Sift the flour and cinnamon three 
times. Add half of the flour mixture to 
the butter, eggs and sugar. Use the re­
maining half of the flour to mix with the 
chopped nuts and fruit. Blend all of the 
ingredients, mix thoroughly and drop by 
spoonfuls on greased cookie sheets. Bake 
in a moderate oven (350°F) for about 15 
minutes.
Maple Sugar Pie
deep pie shell 1 /8  tsp. nutmeg
Vi tsp. salt 
%  tsp. vanilla
c. milk 
3 eggs
3 tbsp. soft maple 
sugar
Beat the eggs lightly and add the maple 
sugar, crushed fine. Heat milk in a double 
boiler, add the nutmeg and salt, and pour 
slowly on the eggs and sugar. Strain. Add 
the vanilla.
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Prepare a rich pastry shell, keeping edge 
of dough well above rim of tin. Pour in 
filling and bake in a hot oven (400°F ) until 
the edge of the crust is lightly browned. 
Then reduce the heat of the oven to mod­
erate (350°F ) and bake until a knife in­
serted comes out clean.
Melt shortening and let cool while mix­
ing batter. Sift flour, measure, and sift 
with baking powder. Add egg and milk, 
stirring well. Add melted shortening, 
syrup, vanilla and nut meats. Stir thor­
oughly and bake in greased muffin tins at 
350° F.
Deep Dish Apple Pie
1 pie shell and cover 1/8 tsp. salt 
3 c. apples, sliced thin y2 tsp. cinnamon 
1 c. sugar 1/8  tsp. nutmeg
1 tbsp. butter
Line a glass baking dish with pastry and 
fill with the following mixture. Combine 
apples, sugar, salt, cinnamon and nutmeg. 
Dot with pieces of butter and cover with 
pastry. Bake in a hot oven (425°F ) until 
pastry begins to brown, then reduce heat 
to moderate (350°F ) and continue to bake 
for 30 minutes. Serve warm with ice 
cream, whipped cream, or maple syrup 
sauce described above.
Cracker Pudding
18 saltines 3 egg yolks
5 tbsp. butter y2 tsp. salt
1 c. brown or maple 1 tsp. cinnamon
sugar y2 tsp. grated nutmeg
4 c. milk, scalded 1 y2 c. seeded raisins 
3 eggs 1 c. cream
Spread the saltines with the butter. 
Barely cover the raisins with boiling water 
and cook until plump. Arrange alternately 
a layer of crackers and a layer of raisins 
in a buttered baking dish. Pour the scalded 
milk over this and let stand for a half 
hour. Beat the eggs and egg yolks w ell; 
add the salt, sugar, spices and cream. 
Combine with the first mixture in the bak­
ing dish and bake in a moderately slow 
oven (325°F ) for 2 hours. Serve with 
maple syrup sauce or with a hard sauce 
made as follow s:
1 c. powdered sugar 1 /3  c. butter 
or brown sugar c. wine
Nutmeg
Cream the butter and add the sugar 
slowly, beating all the time. Add the wine 
drop by drop and beat well. Before serving 
sprinkle the top with grated nutmeg.
Maple Nut Pie
3 eggs Salt
x/2 c. sugar %  c. melted butter
1 tsp. vanilla 1 c. chopped nut
1 c. maple syrup meats
Beat eggs and add sugar. Add other in­
gredients in order given and bake for 45 
minutes in an unbaked pie shell, starting at 
450° until shell begins to brown and com­
pleting at 325°.
Sour Milk Cake
2 eggs y2 tsp. salt
i y 2 c. sugar _ i/2 tsp. soda
y2 c. shortening i  tsp. vanilla and
1 c. buttermilk , „
214 c. flour lemon flavoring
1 tsp. baking powder combined
Beat eggs. Cream sugar and shortening 
together. Sift dry ingredients. Combine. 
Finally add milk and flavoring, blending 
well. Bake at 400° for about 50 minutes. 
Top with Apple Snow Icing made as fol­
lows :
1 large apple, grated 1 egg white, beaten 
1 c. sugar
Combine ingredients, beating until very 
stiff with egg beater.
Brown Sugar Puffs
*4 c. brown sugar 1 egg yolk, beaten 
(or maple sugar) \'2 c. butter 
1 c. flour
Cream butter and sugar together, beat 
egg yolks and add flour. Combine. Boll 
into small balls with the fingers, dip in 
egg white which has been beaten stiff, then 
roll in nut meats. Bake five minutes. Re­
move from oven and make small dents in 
top. Return to oven and bake for ten 
minutes more. When ready to serve, top 
with jelly, jam or marmalade.
Cold Meat Sauce
% c. currant jelly Grated rind of 1 
iy2 tbsp. lemon juice orange 
2 tbsp. orange juice % tsp. ginger 
y2 tsp. dry mustard
In a double boiler, mix all the ingredients 
in the order given and cook over hot water 
until the jelly has melted, stirring fre­
quently. Let the sauce become cold before 
serving.
Maple Mousse
1 pt. whipping cream 2 egg yolks 
y2 c. maple syrup
Whip the cream until thick. Beat egg 
yolks and syrup well and add to the 
whipped cream very gradually, beating all 
the time. Add a little salt to taste. Pack 
in salt and ice, or freeze in refrigerator 
trays.
Maple Nut Muffins
1 egg, beaten V2 tsp. vanilla
%  c. top milk !4 c. melted shorten-
2 % tsp. baking ing
powder 1 % c. flour
1 c. maple syrup %  c. walnuts
Crumb Pie
Pastry shell maple) sugar
c. butter Cinnamon
1 c. pastry flour Salt
2 /3  c. brown (or Sliced Apples
Fit under crust to pie plate and sprinkle 
generously with sugar. Slice apples into 
it and sprinkle with salt and cinnamon. 
Cover top with flour, butter and sugar 
(maple or brown) which have been well 
blended with pastry blender or knife. Start 
at 425° until shell begins to brown, finish 
in a slow oven.
Bread Pudding
y2 tsp. nutmeg 
V2 tsp. cinnamon 
1 tsp. vanilla
4 slices buttered 
bread
2 1 /3  c. milk 
1 c. brown (or 
maple) sugar 
Put brown sugar in bottom of baking 
dish. Break bread over sugar. Beat eggs 
and add milk and vanilla. Pour over 
bread and sprinkle top with spices. Bake 
in moderate oven until well puffed and
44 THE PINE CONE
lightly brown. When serving, spoon well 
from the bottom of the dish, as sugar 
forms a sauce for the pudding. Serve 
either hot or cold.
Maple Parfait
4 eggs 1 c. maple syrup
1 pt. heavy cream
Beat eggs slightly and add maple syrup 
which has been heated well. Cook together 
in double boiler until very thick, stirring 
constantly. Strain and cool. Add cream, 
beaten thick. Freeze and serve.
Baked Lima Beans
2 lbs. dried lima beans 1 c. ketchup 
% lb. bacon 1 onion
Soak beans over night. Boil until tender, 
but not soft. Season with salt and pepper 
to taste. Drain, saving liquid. Cut bacon 
in small pieces and fry until crisp. Mix 
beans, bacon, ketchup together in baking 
dish. Add finely chopped onion and mix. 
Add water drained from beans and bake 
about two hours.
1 lb. stew beef
2 tbsp. fat 
Salt 
Pepper





2 c. cooked carrots
1 tbsp. chopped sweet 
pepper 
1 c. milk
Brown beef well in fat. Add salt and 
pepper, water and cook until tender. Heat 
vegetables in water until it comes to a boil. 
Mix flour and milk and thicken. Combine 
all ingredients in casserole and top with pie 
crust. Bake until brown.
Oyster Griddle Cakes
2 c. flour 1 egg
3 tsp. baking powder 1 %  c. sweet milk
1 tsp. salt 2 tbsp. melted butter
Sift dry ingredients and mix with sweet 
milk. Dot griddle with batter, smaller 
than regular griddle cakes. Lay an oyster 
on each cake, salt and pepper, and cover 
with a little more batter. Fry slowly until 
a rich brown on both sides.
Ham Patties
V2 lb. chopped boiled 3 tbsp. melted butter 
or baked ham 1 tbsp. cracker meal
1 green pepper, or bread crumbs
chopped fine 1 egg
1 onion, finely diced 1 tsp. dry mustard
3 tbsp. heavy cream %  tsp. pepper
Combine ingredients, stirring lightly only 
until well mixed. Form into cakes and fry 
in butter or bacon fat.
Maple Sugar Biscuits
2 c. flour Salt
2 %  tsp. baking Sweet cream
powder
Sift together flour, baking powder and 
salt. Mix in enough cream to make a soft 
dough. Roll out about one-half inch thick. 
Spread dough generously with melted but­
ter and sprinkle with shavings of maple 
sugar. Roll up as you would a jelly roll 
and cut in slices about one inch long. Stand
on end in a pan which has been buttered 
and sprinkled with sugar and bake in a 
quick oven for about twenty minutes.
Maple Gingerbread
1 egg 2 y2 c. flour
1 c. sour cream i y 2 tsp. ginger
1 c. maple syrup Salt
2 scant tsp. soda %  c. shortening 
Beat egg well and add sour cream and
maple syrup. Sift together twice the flour, 
soda, ginger and salt and add to the other 
ingredients, mixing thoroughly. Add short­
ening. Bake for 35 minutes at 325°-350°.
Codfish Pudding
SA  c. salt codfish 10 crackers
2 c. milk 2 eggs
Soak the codfish overnight in cold water. 
In the morning drain and cook in a little 
water. Mix with the crackers which have 
been crumbled, scalded milk and butter. 
Cool and add the well-beaten egg yolks, and 
fold in finally stifHy beaten egg whites. 
Pour into a well-greased baking dish and 
bake in a pan of water in a moderate oven.
Oatmeal Rolls
2 c. rolled oats,
soaked overnight in 




2 tbsp. sugar 
Salt
Beat egg and add sugar. Sift soda and 
flour together and combine with egg mix­
ture. Bake in a hot oven.
Molasses
1 c. shortening 
1 c. sugar
1 c. molasses
2 c. scalded milk 
1 yeast cake
Doughnuts
4 tbsp. luke warm 
water 
1 tsp. soda 
1 tsp. cinnamon 
Flour
Cream the butter and sugar, and add the 
molasses and scalded milk. Cool until luke 
warm and add the yeast cake dissolved in 
the luke warm water, and the soda and 
cinnamon sifted with enough flour to make 
a dough that can be handled. Knead slight­
ly on a floured board, then place in a 
greased bowl to rise until doubled in bulk. 
Cut down and knead. Roll out one-half 
inch thick and cut into strips three-quarters 
of an inch wide and eight inches long. Cover 
and let rise again until double in bulk. 
Twist each strip a few times and pinch 
the ends together in a ring. Fry in deep 
fat.
June L. Maxfield, assistant in the 
advertising department of the Union 
Mutual Life Insurance Company of 
Portland, contributes another of her 
series of old-time recipes. Her source 
of material is the collection of Maine 
cooking lore which the Company has 
compiled in its historical files, aug­





locked salmon held 
aloft by a guide at 
Grand Lake Stream 
typifies th e  prizes 
awaiting lucky fish­
ermen all over the 
State as soon as the 
ice g o e s  o ut  this 
Spring.
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Katahdin
B y  Mary E. Rogers
(The author was the wife of Luther B. Rogers, one 
of the pioneer lumbermen of the Katahdin area. She 
was one of the earliest women climbers of the 
mountain. Her description of her trips to Katahdin 
a p p e a r e d  in the Lewiston Evening Journal, 
July 31, 1886, under the signature, “ One Of The 
Pioneers”. The following verses were written about 
1898.)
A-down thy rough and seamy sides 
The darksome shadows fly,
As swift advancing radiance shoots 
Athwart the northern sky.
Thy clear-cut rim, each jutting spur,
Stands forth in stately might,
While giant rock and tiny rill 
Reflect the morning light.
Beneath the noontide’s sultry sun,
Half hid in hazy shroud,
Thy peaks laid bare to quivering heat 
Or dulled by drifting cloud,
Dost muse of changing centuries 
In silence thus apart?
What mighty secrets of the past 
Lie hidden in thy heart?
Transformed again by sunset fire,
A warm and tender hue
Steals o’er thy brow in softening waves,
To rose turning the blue.
From base to lofty pinnacle 
The purple shadows rise;
To mortal eyes thou seemst to guard 
The gates to Paradise!
(The peak of Mt. Katahdin is the first spot in the United 
States to greet the morning sun.—Ed.)
Remember Maine?
B y  Pearl LeBaron Libby
r e m e m b e r  Maine in Spring when apple blossoms 
Are scenting country air with fragrance sweet, 
And pussywillows don their new gray jackets,
And lilacs nod a greeting whefi you meet?
Remember Maine— how all the little islands,
Like bright green jewels, spangle Casco Bay,
While over them the lazy clouds of Summer 
Keep watch upon the white caps in their play?
Remember Maine when earth, in Autumn glory,
Has gowned herself in crimson, bronze and gold,
And nutting-time has come, and fruit is ripening, 
While each day brings new beauties to unfold?
Remember Maine in Winter’s dazzling splendor,
When all the world’s a fairyland of white,
And Christmas stars shine down on town and hamlet, 
As once they shone on that blest Holy Night?
Remember Maine?— remembering is nostalgia,
For woods and mountains, islands, lakes and bays, 
For friendly folk, the welcome they accord us,
For all the things to which the heart gives praise.
